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Oh could my mind, unfolded in my page, 

Enlighten climee and mould a fbtnre age ; 

There as it glowed, with noblest frenzy fraught, 

Di^enae the treasures of exalted thought ; 

To Virtue wake the pubee of the heart. 

And bid the tear of emulation start ! 

Oh could it still, thro' each succeedmg yiar, 

My life, my manners, and my name endear ; 

And, when the poet sleeps in silent dust. 

Still hold communion with the wise and just ! — 

Yet should this Verse, my leisure's best resource. 

When thro' the world it steals its secret uonree. 

Revive but once a generous wieh supprest. 

Chase but a sigh, or charm a care to rest ; 

In one good deed a fleeting hour employ. 

Or flush one faded cheek with honest joy ; 

Blest were my lines, tlio' limited their sphsre, 

Tho' short their date, as his who traced them here. 
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ANALYSIS OF THE FIRST PART. 
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With roiKififJntJ ' ' ' ~-" "" 

SfiDpd.)^!!* hm , 

Wheii ilolnl the A. 

fire peasirfta flocked to hear the minatrel piny. 
And gamea and carola cloaed the buHj' day. 
Her wheel at rest, the roatron thrilb no more 
With treaaored t^ea, and iegendaiy lore. 
AU, aU are tied ; nor mirth nor muaic flows 
To chase the dreame of innocent repose. 
AU, aU are fled ; yet etill I linger liere 1 
What secret chajma this silent spot endear I 
Mark yon old Mansion frowning thro' the 

Whose ho'Uow turret wooes the whistling breeze. 
That casement, arched with ivy'e brownest shade, 
Firat to these eyes the light of heaven conveyed. 
The moaldermg gateway strowa the graB*grown 



^.jd the heart promised what the foncy drew. 

See, thro' the fractured pediment revealed; 
Where moss inlays the rudely BCulptOred ahield, 
The martin's old, hereditary nest. 
Long may the ruin spare its hallowed gueat 1 

Aa jara the hinge, what sullen echoes call I 
Oh haste, unfold the hospitshle imJl ! 
That hall, where once, in antiquated state, 
The chair ot justice held the grave debate. 

Now stained with dews, with cobwebs darkly 
hung, 
Oft hae ita roof with peals of rapture rung ; 
When round yon ample board, in due degree, 
We sweetened every meal with social glee. 
The heart's light laugh pursued the circling jeat; 
And all was sunshine in each httle breast. 
,'Twas here we chased the slipper by the sound ; 
And turned the blindfold hero round and *Bund. 
'Twos here, at eve, we formed oar Uiry rijig ; 
And Fancy fluttered on lier wildest vring. 
Giants and genii chained each wondering aar ; 
And orphan-sorrows drew the ready t«sr. 
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Oft with the babea we wandered in the wood, 
Or Yiewed the rprest-feats of Rohin Hood : 
Oft, fanc}'-Ied, *t midnight's fearful hour. 
With stftrtling stop we scaled the lonely tower ; 
O'er infant innocence to hang and weep, 
M urdetred by ruffian hands, when Bmiling in ite sleep. 

Ye Household Deities I whose guardtaa eye 
Marked each pure thought, ere registered on high ; 
Still, still ye walk the CDQsecrMed ground. 
And breaUie the aoul of Inspiratioa round. 

As o'er the dusky furniture I bend. 
Each chair awakes the feelinee of a friend. 
The storied airaa, source of ^nd deHaht, 
With old achievement charma the wiidered sight ; 
And still, with Heraldry's rich hues imprest. 
On the dim window glows the pictured crest. 
The screen unfolds ita many-coloured chart 
The clock still poitita its moral to tbe heart. 

. Tliat futhful monitor 'twaa heaven to bear. 
When soft it spoke a promised pleasure near ; 
And h^ its sober hand, ila simple chime, 
Forgot to trace the feathered feet of Time I 
That raaaaive beam, wilh curious carvinga wrought. 
Whence the faged linnet soothed my pensive 

thought i 
Those muskets, cased with venerable rust ; 
These once-loved forms, still breathing thro' Uieit 

^ dust, I „ i-- ^■^. ^' 

Stilt, fi^m tlief mme in mould gigantic cast, 
Startiua to life — all whisper of tt^e Paat 1 

Aa thro' the garden's desert paths 1 rove. 
What foud illusions swarm in every grove I 

L^ow oft, vhen purple evening tinged the west, 
We watched the emmet to her grainy nest ; 
Welcomed the wild-bee home on weary wing. 
Laden with sweets, the choicest of the spring 1 
Hon oft inscribed, with Friendship's votive rhyme. 
The bark now silvered by the teach of Tune ; 
Soared in the swine, half pleased, and half afraid, 
Thro' ust«r elms that waved their summer-shade ; 
Or strewed with crumbs yon rooC-inwoven seat. 
To lure the redbreast from his lone retreat t 

Childhood's loved group revisits every scene ; 
The tangled wood-walk, and the tufted green I 

, Indulgent Heuoby w^ies, and lo, they live ! 
Ckathed with far softer hues than Light csa give. 
Thoa first, best friend that Heaven assigns- below 
To sooth and sweeten all the cares we Imow ; 
Whose glad suggestions s^ each vsin alana. 
When nature ^es, and life forgets to charm ; 
Thee would the Muse invoke I — to thee belong 
The sage's precept, and tbe poet's song. 
What softened viens thy magic glass reveals. 
When o'er the landscape Tim^s meek twilight 
As when in ocean sinks the orb of day, [ste^ ! 
Long an the wave reflected lustres play ; 
Thy tempered gleams of happiness resigned 
Glance on the darkened mirror of the mind. 

The School's lone porch, with reverend mosses 
Just tells the pensive pilgrim where it kq'. [grey, , 
Mute is tlie bell that rung at peep of dawn. 
Quickening mj truant-feet across the lawn ; 
Unheard t£e shout that rent tjie noontide air. 
When the slow dial gave a pause to care. 

■r Up springs, at every step, to claim a tear, ^ 
Some little friendship formed and cherished here 
And not the lightest leaf, bat trembling teems 
With golden visions, and romantic drtanifi 1 

Down by yon hazel copse, at evening, blazed 
The Gipsy's lagot — there we stood and gazed ; 



Gazed on her sun-bnrnt face wiUi silwit awe. 
Her tattered mantle, and her hood of straw ; 
Her moving hps, her caldron brimming o'er ; 
The drowsy brood that on her back she bore. 
Imps, in the bam with mousing owlet bred. 
From rilled roost at nightly revel fed ; [shade. 
Whose dark eyes tlaahed thro' locks of blackest 
When in the breeze the distant watch-dog bayed :— 
And heroes fled the Sibyl's muttered caJl, 
Whose ellin prowess scaled the orchard-walL 
As o'er my palm the alver piece she drew. 
And traced the line of life with searching view. 
How throbbed my fluttenng pulse with hopes and 
To learn the colour of my future years ! [fears, 

Ah,theD,wbathoneBC triumph flushed my breast; 
This truth once known — To bless is to he bleat 1 
We led the bending beggar on his way, 
(Bare were his feet, his tresses ulver-grcy) 
Soothed the keen pangs bis aged spirit felt, 
And on his tale with mute attention dwelt. 
As in his scrip we dropt our httle store, 
And sighed to think that little was co more. 
He breathed his prayer, " Long may such goodness 
'Twas all he gave, 'twas all he had to give, [live I" 
Angels, when Mercy's mandate winged their flight. 
Had stopt to dwell with pleasure on the sight. , 

, But hark I thro' those old firs, with sullen swell. 
The church-clock strikes ! ye ttndecscenes, farewell 1 
It calls me hence, beoeatb their shade, to trace 
The few fond lines that Time may soon efface. 

On yon grey stone, that fronla the chancel-door, 
Worn smooth by busy feet now seen no more. 
Each eve we shot the marble thro' the ring. 
When the heart danced, and lite was in its spring ; 
Alas ! uncotiacious of the kindred earth, 
That faintly echoed to the voice of mirth. 

The glow-worm loves her emerald-light to shed. 
Where now the seiton rests his hoan head. 
Oft, as he turned the greensward with his spade. 
Ho lectured every youth that round him played ; 
And, calmly pointing where our fathers lay. 
Roused UB lo rival fflich, the hero of his day. 
- Huah, ye fond flutteringa, hush ! while here alone 
1 search the records of each mouldering stone. 
Guides of my life 1 Instnictora of my youth I 
Who fu^t unveiled the haUowed form of Truth I 
Whose every word enlightened and endeared ; 
In ^e beloved, in poverty revered ; 
In Friendship's silent register ye Uve, 
Nor ask the vain memorial Art ran give. 

But when the sons of peace, of pleasure sleep, 
When only Sorrow wakes, and wdies to weep, 
What spells entrance my visionary mind 
With aigha so sweet, wiib transports so refined t 

Elhoreol Power '. who at the noon of night 
Recall^Bt tie far-fled spirit of delight i 
From whom that musing, melancholy mood 
Which charms the wise, and elevates the good ; 
Blest Mbhobv, hMl I Oh grant the grateful Muse, 
Her pencil dipt in Nature's living hue^ 
To pass the clonds that round thy empire roll, 
And trace its airy precincts in the aon!. 

Lulled in the countless chambers of the brain. 
Our thoughts are linked by many a hidden chain. 
Awoke but one, and lo, what myriads rise I 
Each stamps its image as the other flies. 
Each, aa the various avenues of sense 
Deliiht or sorrow to the sou! dispeiBO, 
Brightens or fades ; yet all, with magio art« 
Contronl the latent fibres of the heart. 
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As KtudioRB Prosfbko's mysterious spell 

Drew eveiy subject-spirrt to bis ctll ; 

Eacb, at thy call, advances or retires, 

As judgment dictates, or the scene inspirea. 

Each Uirills the seat of sense, that sacred source 

Whence the fine nerves direct their mazj course, 

And thro' the frame invisibly convey 

The subtle, quick vibrations as they play j 

Man's little universe nt once o'ercast. 

At once illumined when the cloud is paat. 

Survey the globe, each ruder roalm exploi'e ; 
From Reason's faintest ray to Newton Boar. 
Wbat lUfferent spheres to human bliss assigned I 
What slow gradations in the scale of micd! 
'Vet mark in each these mystic wonders wrougbt ; 
kOb mark the sleepless energies of thonoht ! 

The adventurous boy, that asks bis little share. 
And hies from homo with many a gossip's prayer. 
Turns on the neighbouring hill,' once more to see 
The dear abode of peace and privacy.; 
And as he tume, the thatch among the trees, 
Thesmoke'a blue wreaths ascendmgwilh the breeze. 
The villflge-comnioji spotted white-wifh sheep, 
Thechnrch-yardyewsronndwhichhia fathers sleep; 
All rouse Refleotion'a sadly-pleasing trto, 
• And oft he looks and rfeeps, and looks again. 

So, when the mild T u pi i dared, eiplore 
Arts yet untaught, and ^tfriSa unknown before. 
And, with the sons of Science, wooed the gale 
That, rising, swelled their strange expanse of sail ; 
So, when he breathed his firm yet fond adieu, 
Borne from his leafy hut, his carved canoe. 
And all his soul best loved— such teara he shed, 
While each soft scene of snmmer-beauty fled. 
Long o'er the wave a wistful look he cast, 
Long watched the streaming signal from the mast ; 
Till twilight's dewy tints deceived his eye. 
And fairy-forests fringed the evening-^y. 

So ^§Qt^% ^en^as slowly dawned the day, 
Rofe on ner couch, and gazed her soul away. j 

Her' eyes bad blessed the beacon's -'- '•■^■ 

height. 
That fa4ntly Hpt the feathery surge v 
But now the mom with orient buts pourtrayed 
Each castled cUfT, and browu monastic shade : 
All loached the talisman's resistless spring. 
And lo, what busy tribes were instant on the wing I 

Thus kindred objects kindred thoughts inspire. 
As summer-clouds flash forth electric fire. 
And bence this spot gives back the joys of youth. 
Warm as the life, and with the mirror's truth. 
Hence home-felt pleasure prompts the Patriot's 

This makes him wish lo lire, and dare to die. 
For this young Foscari, whose hapless fate 
Venice shauld blush to hear the Muse relate. 
When oiile wore his blooming years away. 
To sorrow's long soliloquies a prey. 
When reason, justice, vainly uig^ hie cause. 
For Ibis he roused her sanguinary laws ; 
Glad to return, tho' Hope could giant do more. 
And chains and torture hailed him to the shore. 
And hence the charm historic scenes impart ; 
Hence Tiber awes, and Avon melts the heart. 
Aerial forms in Tempe'a classic vale 
Glance thro' the gloom and whisper in the gale ; 
In wild Vauclnee with lave and LACjaA dwell. 
And watch and weep in Eloiga's cell. 
'Twas ever thus. Young Ammon when he sought 
Where lUiun stood, and where Peudee fought. 



.wned the day, 
on's ghmmeriJg 
^ with light ; ^ 



Sate at the belm himself. No meanra' hand 
Steered thro' the waves, and, when he struck the 
Such in his soul the ardour lo explore, [land, 
pBLiDES-like, he leaped the first ashore. 
'Twas ever thus. As now at Vikgil'b torah 
Wo bleBB the shade, and bid the verdure bloom : 
So TuiJ.r paosed, amid the wrecks of Time, 
On the rude stone to trace the truth sublime ; 
When at his feel, in hononred dust disclosed. 
The immortal sage of Syracuse reposed. 
And as ho long in sweet delusion hung. 
Where once a PLtrro taught, a PiNDia sung ; 
Who now but meets him musing, when he roves 
His ruined Tusculan's romantic groves ! 
In Rome's great forum, who but hesra him roll 
His moral Uiunders o'er the subject sou) 1 

And hence that calm delight uie portrait |^vea : 
We gaze on every feature tul it lives ! 
■ Still the fond lover sees the absent mwd ; 
' And the lost friend still lingers in his shade I 
Say why the pensive widow loves to weep. 
When on her knee she rocks her babe to sleep : 
Tremblingly still, she hfts his veil to trace 
The father's features in his in&nt face. 
The hoary grandsire smiles the hour away. 
Won by uie rapturea of a game at play ; 
He bends to meet each artless burst of joy, 
Forgets his age, and acts again the boy. 

What tho' the iron achod of War erase 
Each milder virtue, and each softer grace ; 
What though the fiend's torpedo-toueh arrest 
Each gentler, finer impulse of the breast j 
Still shall this active principle preside. 
And wake the tear to Pity's self denied. 

The intrepid Swiss, who guards a foreign shore, 
Condemned lo climb his mountain-cliffs no more, 
If chance he hears the song ao sweetly wild 
Which on those cliffs his infant hours beguiled. 
Melts at the long-loat scenes that round him rise. 
And sinks a martyr to repentant sighs. 

I dissolve the charm ; 



Ask not if a 



Sought ^e lone Ibnits of a forest-shed. [bled, 

When DiocLBTiiTi's self-corrected mind 

The imperial fasces of a world resigned, ' 

Say why we trace the labours of his spade 

In calm Salona'a philosophic shade, 

Say,whencontentionBCH»aiEsrenouaced a throne. 

To muse with monks unlettered and unknown. 

What from his soul the parting tribute drew ! 

What claimed the sorrows of a last adieu I 

The still retreats that soothed his tranquil breast 

Ere grandeur dazzled, and its cares oppressed. 

Undamped by time, the generous Instinet glows 
Far as Angola's sands, as Zembla's snow's ; 
Glows in the tiger's den, the serpent's nes^ 
On every form of varied life imprest. 
The social trit>es its choicest in^uence hail : — 
And when the drum beats briskly in the gale. 
The war-worn courser charges at Che Bonnd, 
And with young vigour wheels the pasture round. 

Oft has the aged tenant of the v^e 
Leaned on his staff lo lengthen out the tale ; 
Oft have his lips the grateful tribute breathed. 
From sire to son with pious zeal bequeathed. 
When o'er the blasted heath the day declined. 
And on tho scathed oak warred the winter-wind ; 
When not a distant taper's twinkling ray 
Gleamed o'er the furze to light him on his way ; 
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When not a, sbeBp-beJI Boothed his IJatening ear, 
A.ad the big ram-draps told the tempeat near ; 
Then did hia horse the homeward track deBcry, 
The track that shunned hia sad, inquiring eye ; 
And win each wavering purpose to relent, 
With warmth so mild, so gently violent. 
That his charmed hand the careless rein resided 
And doubts and terrors vanished from hie nund^ 

Recall the traveller, whose altered form 
Has borne the buffet of the nionntain-fltorm ; 
And who will first his fond impatience me«t ( 
His faithful dog^s already at his feet I 
Yea, tho' the porter apunt him from tlie door, 
Tho' all, that knew him, know hia face no more. 



And Bee, the master but 

Yet who shall bid the watchful servant fly 1 

The blasts of heaven, the drenching dews of earth. 

The wMton insults of unfeeling mirth, 

"" ' 'fl guard Misfortune's sacred grave. 
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Led by what chart, transports the timid dove 
The wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love ! 
Say, thro' the clouds what compass points herflight! 
Monarcbsliavegaaed,and nations biessed the sight. 
Pile rocks on rocks, bid woods and mountains idae. 
Eclipse her native shades, her native shies :— . 
'Tis vain ! thro' Ether's pathless wilds she goes. 
And lights at last where all her cares repoee. 

Sweet bird 1 thy tTuthsball Harlem's walls attest^ 
And unborn ages consecrate thy nesl. 
Whan, with the ailcnt energy of grief. 
With looks that asked, yet dared not hope relief. 
Want with her haboe round generous Valour clung. 
To wrin^ the slow BUrrender from his tongue, 
'Twaa thmo lo animate her elosmg eye ; 
Atas I 'twas thine perchance the iirat to die. 
Crushed by her meagre hand when welcomed trom 

Hark ! the bee irinds her small but mellow bora, 
BHthe to salute the sunny smile of mom. 
OW thymydowTtfrajje bends her husy course, 
And many a stream allurefi her to its source. 
'Tis noon, 'tis night. That eye so linely wrought. 
Beyond the search of sense, the soar of thought. 
Now vainly asks the scenes she left behind ; 
Its orb BO full, its vision so confined i 
Who guides the patient pilgrim to her cell ( 
Who bids her soul with conscious triuiapli sw^ ! 
Wi^ couBcious truth, retrace the mazy clue 
Of snmmer-scenle, that charmed her as she flew ! 
Hul, Mehobt, hail 1 thy univeiBal reign 
Guards the least link of Being's glorioOB chain. 
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indulgenoe at this feeling, 
refiulHted mind that the Memory U mrvt perfect ; and 



SwBir Mbhobt, wafted by thy gentle gale. 
Oft up the stream of Time I turn my *ail. 
To view the fairy haunts of long-lost hours, 
Blest wi^ far greener shades, lur fresher Howars. 

Ages and clunes remote to Thee imi)art 
What charmH in Genius, and reflnes in Art'; 
Thee, in whose handa the keys of Science dwell. 
The pensive portrces of her holy cell ; 
Whose constant vigils chase the chilling damp 
Oblivion steals upon her vestal-lamp. 

They in their glorious course the guides of YonthJ 
Whose language breathed the eloquence of Truth " 
Whoso life, beyond preceptive wisdom, tanght 
The great in conduct, and the pure in thought j 
These still eiiat, by Thee to Fame consigned,* 
Still speak and act, the models of mankind. 

From Thee gay Hope her airy colouring draws 
And Fancy's flightB are subject lo thy laws. 
From Thee that boBom-spring of rapture flows. 
Which only Virtue, tranquil Virtue, knows. 

When Joy's bright sun has shed his evening-ray, 
And Hope's' deluBiye meteors cease to play ; 
Whe-i clouds an clouds the smiling prospect close, 
Stai thro' the gloom thy star serenely glows : 
Like yon fair orb, she gilds the brow of night 
With the mild magic of reflected light. 

The beauteous maid, who bids the world adieu. 
Oft of that world will snatch a fond review ; 
Oft at the shrine neglect her beads, to trace 
Some social scene, some dear, familiar face : 
And ere, with iron-tongue, the veBper-beU 
Bursts thro' the cypress-walk, tho convent-cell. 
Oft will her warm and wayward heart revive. 
To love and joy still tremblingly alive ; 
The whispered vow, the chaste caress prolong, ■ 
Weave the Ught dance and swell the choral song; 
With rapt ear drink the enchanting serenade. 
And, as it melts along the moonlight-glade, 
To each soft note return as soft a sigh. 
And bless the youth that bids her slumbers fly. 
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iut not till Time haa calmed the ruffled bretiBt, 
Are theaa fond dreutu of hftppineas oonfeBt. 
Not till Ihe rushing winds forget to rave, 
IB Heaven's sweet smile reflected on the ware. 

From Guiuea^a coaat pursue the lessoning sul. 
And catch the sounds that sadden every gale. 
Tell, if ^ou canst, the sum of sDcrons there : 
Mark the fixed gaze, the wild and ^ennled glare. 
The racks of thought, and freezings of despair I 
But pause not then— beyood the weetom'wave. 



^e the captive I 






Crushed till hia high, heroie spirit bleeds. 

And from his nerveless frame indignantly recedes. 

Yethere, even here, with pleasures long resigned; 
Lo ! Meuosi bursts the twilight of the niiad. 
Her dear deiusions sooth his sinking aonl. 
When the rude scourge aaanniefi its bnae controu! ; 
And o'er Futurity's blank page diffuse 
The full reflection of her vivid hues. 
"Tis but to die, and then, [o weep no more. 
Then will he wake on Cud^o'h distant shore; 
Beneath his plantain's ancient shade renew 
The simple transports that with freedom flew ; 
Catch tho cool breeze that muaky Evening blows. 
And quaff the palm's rich nectar as it glows ; 
The oral tale of elder time rehearse. 
And chaiit the rude, traditionary verse 
With those, the loved companions of his youth. 
When life was luxury, and friendship Irnlh, 

Ah ! why should Virtue fear the frowns of Fate I 
Hers what do wealth can buy, no power createl 
A little world of clear and cloudless day. 
Nor wrecked by storms, nor mouldered by df 
"1, with M ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 



A world, V 
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le of Happinosi 






nshine bleat. 



When Sleep has locked the 
When sob«' Judgment has his throne resigned. 
She smiles away the chaos of the mind ; 
■ And, as warm Fancy's bright Elysium dows. 
From Her each image springs, each cotour flows. 
• She is the sacred guesl I the immortal friend ! 
Oft seen o'er sleeping Innoeence t« bend, 
n that dead hour of night to Silence given, 
C\ Whispering seraphic visions of her heaven. 
>^*'^hen the hhJ^gsmOfSavoy.jourQBying round 
. ' With humble Nvar^'fitli^^e irf merry sound, 
From his green vale and sheltered cabin bies. 
And ec&les the Alps to viut foreign sides ; 
Tho' far below the forked lightnings play. 
And at his feel the thunder dies away, 
on, in the saddle rudely rocked to sleep. 
While his mule browses on the dizzy steep, 
fWith Memory's aid, he sits at home, and sees 
His children sport beneath their native trees. 
And bends to hear their cherub-voices call, 
O'er the loud fury of the torrent's fall. 

But can her smile with gloomy Madness dwell! 
Say, can she chase the horrors of his cell t 
Eai^ fiery flight on Frenzy's wing restrain. 
And mould the coinage of the fevered bruin) 
Pass bat that grate, which scarce a gleam 
supplies^ 
There in the dust the wreck of Gemns ties 1 
He, whose arresting hand divinely wrought 
Each bold conception in the sphere of thought ; 
And round, in colours of the rainbow, threw 
Forme ever fair, creations «ver new I 
But, as he fondly snatched the wreath of Fame, 
The spectre Poverty unnerved his (ramc 



Cold was ber grasp, a witheriitg scowl she wore ; ^ 
And Hope's soft energies were felt no more. 
Yet still how sweet the soothings of his art ! 
From the rude wall what bright ideas start ! 
Even now be claims the amaranthine wreath. 
With scenes that glow, with images that breathe ! 
And whence these scenes, these imagesj declare. 
Whence but from Her who triumphs o'er despair f 

Awake, arise 1 with grateful fervour fraught. 
Go, spring the mioe of elevating thought 
He, who, thro' Nature's various walk, surveys 
The good and fair her faultless Une pourtrays ; 
.Whose mind, profaned by no unhallowed guest. 
Culls from the crowd the purest and the best ; 
May range, at will, bright Fancy's golden clime. 
Or, musing, mount where Science sits sublime. 
Or wake Uie Spirit of departed Time. 
Who acts thus wisely,' mark the moral Muse, 
A blooming Eden in his life reviews t 
So rich the culture, tho' s 

Its scanty limits he forget 

But the fond fool, when evening shades the sky. 
Turns but to start, and gazes but to sigh I 



Fades to a blank, and dwindles lo a, span ! 
' Ab 1 who can tell the triumphs of the mind. 
By troth illumined, and by taste refined ! 
When age has quenchett the eye, and closed the ear. 
Still nerved for action in her native sphere. 
Oft will she nse-^with searching glance pursue 
Some loni-loved image vanished from her view ; 
Dart thro the deep recesses of the past. 
O'er dusky forms in. chains of slumber cast ; 
With giant-grasp fliu^ back the folds of night. 
And snatoh the faithless fugitive to light. 
So thro' the grove the impatient mother flies. 
Each sunless glade, each secret pathway tries ; 
Till the thin leaves the truant boy disclose, 
Long on the wood-moss stretched in sweet repose. 

Nor yet to r*f*?jllf "''j'ylfi "-"' confined 
The silent Eoasts of the reflecting mind. 
Danger and deatli a dread deUght inspire ; 
And the bald veteran glows with wonted fire, 
When, richly bronzed by many a summei-sun. 
He counts his scars, and tells^hat deeds were done. 

Go, with old Thames, view Chelsea's gkirions pile. 
And ask the shattered hero, whence his smile 1 
Go, view the splendid domes of Greenwieb — Go, 
And own what raptures from Reflection flow. 

Hail, nobleet structures imaged in the wave ! 
A nation's giatofol tributo to the brave. 
Hail, bb3St retreats from war and shipwreck, hail I 
That oft arrest the wondering stranger's sail. 
Long have ye heard the narratives of age. 
The battle's havoc, and the tempest's rage ; 
Long have ye known Reflection s genial ray 
Gild the calm close of Valour's various day. 
' Time's sombrons touches soon correct the piece. 
Mellow each lint, and bid each discord cease : 
A softer tone of light pervades the whole. 
And steals a pensive languor o'er the louL 

Hast thou thro' Eden's wild-wood vales parsaed 
Each mountun-scene, majestically rude ; 
To note the sweet simplicity of life. 
Far from the din of Folly's idle strife ; 
Nor there awhile, with hfted eye, revered 
That modest stone which pious Pehbkoke 

Which still records beyond the pencQ's power, 
The silent sorrows of a parting hour ; 



Cnnol,- 
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Sdll to the mnsing pilgrim points the pUca - 
Her Bsinted epirit iDoet delights to tru»! 

Thus, with the manly slow of hount pride. 
O'er his dead bod the gBlknt Orhokd aighed. 
TboB, thro' the gloom of SasNBioNB'e biiy 

gtove, 
Miui's urn still breathes the roice of love. 
Ab the stern grajideur of > Gothic tower 
Awes us less deeply in its niDniiiig-bour, 
Than when the Guides of Time aerenely foil 
On every broken sroh and ivied wall; 
The tender ima^fee we love to trace. 
Steal from each ye»r a melajicholy grace 1 
And as the aparka of social love expand, 
Aa the heart opena in a foreign land ; 
And, with a brother's waimtb, a brother's smile, 
The Htrauger greets each naUve of his isle ; 

• So scenes of Me, when present and confest. 
Stamp hut tbeir bolder features on the breast ; 

I Yet not an image, when remotely viewed, 

' However trivial, and however rude. 
Bat wins the heart, and wakes the social sigh. 
With every claim of close affinity t 
- But these pure joys the world can never know^ 
In gentler cliraes their silver cmrentH flow. 
Oft at the silent, shadowy close of day. 
When the hushed grove has sung its parting lay ; 
When pensive Twilight, in her dusky car. 
Conies slowly on to meet the evening-Btar i 
Above, below, aSriai murmurs swell. 
From hanging wood, brown heath, and bushy dell I 
A thousand nameless rills, that shun the li^t, 
Steahng soft muHc on the ear of night. 
So oft the finer movements of the soul. 
That shun the sphere of Pleasure's gay controul. 



Once, and domestic amials tell the time, 
(Preserved in Cumbria's rude, romantic climej 
When Naturesmlled, and o'er the landscape threw 
Her richest fragrance, and her brightest hue, 
A blithe and blooming Forester explored 
Those loftier scenes Salvitor's soul adored ; 
The rocky pass ha!f-hung with shaggy Hood, 
And the cleft oak flung boldly o'er the flood ; 
Nor Bhuoned the track, unknown to human tread, 
That downward to the night of caverns led ; 
Some ancient cataract's deserted bed. 

High on exulting wing the heath-cock rose. 
And blew his shrill blast o'er perennial anowB ; 
Ere the rapt youth, recoiling from the roar, 
Gazed on the tumbling tide of dread Lodore ; 
And thro' the rifted cliffs, that scaled the sky, 
Derwent's clear mirror charmed his dazzled eye. 
Each Oder isle, inverted on the wave, 
Thro' mom's grey mist its melting colours gave ; 
And, o'er the cygnet's haunt, the mantling grove 
Its emerald arch with wild luxuriance wove. 

Light as the breeze that brushed the orient dew. 
From rock to rock the young Adventurer flew; 
And day's last sunshine alcjit along the shore. 
When lo, a path the smile of welcome wore. 
Imbowering shrubs with verdure veiled the sky. 
And on the musk-rose shed a deeper die ; 
Save when a bright and momentin^ gleam 
Glanced from the white foam of some sheltered 



And on the green bill's side the meteor played ; 
WheUrhark ! a voice sung sweetly thro' the shade. 
It ceased — yet still in Flokio'b fancy sung. 
Still on each uote his captive spirit hung ; 
Till o'er the mead a cool, sequestered grot 
From its rich roof a sparry lustre shot. 
A crystal water crossed the pebbled floor. 
And on the front these simple lines it bore. 

Hence away, nor dare intrude '. 
In this secret, shadowy eel! 
Maung Memoht lovfs lo dwell. 
With her sister SoUtude. 

Far from the busy world she flies. 

To taste that peace the world deoies. 
Entranced she sits i from youth to age, 
Reviewing Life's eventful page; 
And noting, ere they fade away, 
The little lines of yesterday. 

Florio had euned a rude and rocky seat. 
When k>, the Genius of this still retreat I 

.of her angel-face I 
, can Raphael's touch impart 
Those finer features of the feeling heart. 
Those tend'rer tints that shun the careless eye 
And in the world's contagiqus climate die ! 

She left the cave, nor marked the stranger there ; 



Had breathed a so 
In every nerve he felt her blest controut! 
What pure and white-winged agents of the sky. 
Who rule the springs of sacred sympathy. 
Inform congenial spirits when they meett 
Sweet is their office, as thrar natures sweet 1 

Florio, with fearful joy, pursued the maid. 
Tilt thro' a vista's moonlight -chequered shade. 
Where the bat circled, and the rooks reposed, 
(Their wars suspended, and then- counjila closed) 
An antique mansion burst in awful ifSte, 
A rich vine clustering round the Gothic gate. 
fJor paused he there. The master of the scene . 
Saw his light step imprint the dewy green ; 
And, slow-advancing, hailed him as his guest. 
Won by the honest warmth his looks expressed. 



le pensive soflne 
n VinaiL's vers* 



Hew 



ethei 



raofaSquii . 
: one sparii of manly fire ; 



Age had not q 

But giant Gout nao oouno mm m ner cuaiu. 

And his heart panted for the chase in vain. 

Yet here Remembrance, sweetly-aootii ing Power !, 
Winged with delight Confinement's lingering hour. 
The toi"s brush still emulous to wear. 
He scoured the county in his elbow-chair ; 
And, with view-halloo, roused tlie dreaming hound 
That rung, by starts, his deep-toned music round. 

Long by the paddock's humble pale confined. 
His aged hunters coureed the viewless wind ; 
And each, with glowing energy pourtrayed. 
The fer-tamed triumphs of the field displayed ; 
Usurped the canvass of the crowded hall. 
And chased a line of heroes from the wall. 
There slept the horn each jocund echo knew. 
And many a smile and many a story drew ! 
High o'er the hearth his forest-trophies hung, 
And their tantastb branches wildly flung. 
How would he dwell on the vast antlers there < 
These dashed tlie wave, those Eumed the moun- 
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Ill, M they frcwDed, unwntien i«cortU bore . 
ItfgallBnt feats and feativab of yoie. 

But why the t»l« pmlong I — His only child. 
His darljug Julii oh the stranger Bmiled. 
" r little aria a, frotful eire to pteaae, 

I gentle gaioty, and native ease 

Had won his aoul ; and raptnrouB Fancy shed 
Her gelden lights, and tints of rosy red. 
But ah I few days had passed, ere the bright visioi: 
fledl 
When evening tinged the lake's ethereal blue. 
And her deep shades irregularly threw 



Whenee' erst the chanted hymn, the tapered rite 

Lsed the fisher's sohlaiy night ; 
And atill the roitred window, richly wreathed, 
d calm thro' t^e brown foliage breath^ 
•ild deer, atarting thro' the EUlent glade. 
With fearful gaze their variouB course surveyed. 
High hong in air the hoary goat reclined. 
His Blreaming beard the sport of even' wind ; 
And, while the coot her Jet-wing loved to lave. 
Rocked on the bosom of the sleepless wave ; 
The eagle rushed from Slciddaw's purple erest, 
A p^iid H^ jH jirmidinir o'er her giant-nest. 

And now the moon had dimmed with dewy 



The few fine flushes of departing day. 



a-thei 



■eshe) 






id lights on ever 
When lo ! a sudden blast the 
And to th^ Burge consigcod the little crew. 
All, all escaped — but ere the lover bore 
His faint and faded Jdlii to the shore, 
Her sense had fled 1— Exhausted by tlie storm, 
A fatal trance bung o'er her pallid form ; 
Her closing eye a trembling lustre fired ; 
'Twas life's last sparti — it fluttered and eipired ! 

The father strewed his white hairs in the wind. 
Called on his child — nor lingered long behind : 
And Florio lived Co see the willow wave, 
With many an evening-whisper, o'er thcit grave. 
Yes, Florio lived— and, still of each poss^sed. 
The father cherished, and the maid caressed 1 

For ever would the fond enthnsisst rove. 
With JcLii's spirit, thro' the shadowy grove ; 
Gaze with delight on every scene she planned, 
Kiss every floweret planted by her band. 
Ah I still he traced her steps alonE the glade. 
When hazy hues and glimmering ligbta betrayed 
Half-viewless forms; still listened as the breeze 
Heaved ila deep pobs among the aged 1 



nelting a, 



caught. 



In ewcet delirium of romantic tbooghtl 

Dear was the grot that shunned the blaze of day ; 

She gave its spars lo shoot a trembling nty. 

The spring, that bubbled from ita inmost cell. 

Murmured of Jdlii's virtues 'as it felt ; 

And o'er the dripping moss, the fretted stone. 

In Flouo's ear breathed language not its own. 

Her charm around the enchantress MskO&t 

A charm that soothes the mmd, and sweetens too I 

But is Her Ha^ only felt below I 
Say, thro' what brighter realms she bids it flaw ; 
To what pure beings, in a nobler sphere. 
She yields dehght but faintly imaged here : 
All that till now their rapt researches knew. 
Not called in slow 



Each acene of bliss reieafed. 



* presented to their glad survi 



-ey't' 



sfled, 



And dawning light its dazzling glories spread ; 
Each chain of woudera that sublmiely glowed, 
Since first Creation's choral anthem flowed; 
Each ready flight, at Mercy's call divine. 
To distant worlds that 'undiscovered shine; 
Full on her tablet flings its living rays. 
And all, combined, with blest etfulgenco blaze. 

There thy bi^httrain,immortalFricndahip,soar; 
No more to part, to mingle tears no more 1 
And, as the softening htmd of Timo endears 
The joys aB4-B(WT0ws of our infant-years. 
So there the soul, released from human strife. 
Smiles at the little cares and ills of life ;. 
Its lights and shades, its sunshine and ita showers; 
Aa at a dream that chairned her vacant hours I 

Oft may the spirits of the dead descend . 
To watch the silent slumbers of a fneni ; 
To hover round hia evening-walk nnseen. 
And hold sweet converse on the duskyAyen ; 
To hail the spot where first their friendship grew, 
And heaven and nature opened to' their view 1 
Oft, when he trims hia chee'Hdl hearth, and sees 
A smiling circle emolons to please ; 
There may these gentle guesta deUght to dwells 
And bless the scene they loved in Ufe ao well 1 

Oh thou ! with whom my heart was wont to 

From Reason's dawn each pleasore and each care; 

With whom, alas 1 I fondly hoped to know 

The humble walks of happiness below ; 

If thy blest nature now unites above ' 

An angel's pity with a brother's love, 

Sdll o'er my life preserve thy mild contronl, 

Correct my views, and elevate my soul ; 

Grant me thy peace and purity of mind, - 

Devout yet dieerfnl, active yet resigned ; 

Grant me, like thee, whose heart knew no disguise, 

Whoee blameless wishes never aimed Co rise. 

To meet the'changes Time and Chance present, ' 

With modest dignity and calm oontent. 

When thy last breath, ere Nature sunk to rest. 

Thy meek submisaion to thy God eipreffled ; 

When thy last look, ere thought and feeling fled, ., 

A mingled gleam of hope and triumph shed ; I 

What to thy soul its glad asenrance gave. 

Its hope in death, its triumph o'er the gravel | 

The sweet Remembrance of unblenushed youth. 

The stiU mapiring voice of Innocence and Truth ! 

Kail, Mbuori, hail t in thy exhauatlcss mine 
From age to age unnumbered treasures shine I 
Thought and her shadowy brood thy call obey. 
And Place and Time are subject to thy sway I 
Thyj Wiimy jQpaC w e feel, when most alon e : 
TbSoSlypreasures w";'can calToni- own. 
Lighter than mt, Hope's summer-viBiona die. 
If but a fleeting elood obscure the sky ; 
If bnt a beam of aober.B^ion play, 
Lo, Fancy's (ai^ frost-wraETnelta away! 
But can tiie wiles of Art, the graap of Power, 
Snatch the rich relics of a weU-spent hourl 
These, when the trembling spirit wings her flight. 
Pour round her path a stream of hving light ; 
And gild those pure and perfect realms <rf rest. 
Where Virtue triumphs, and her sons are blest t 
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PABTL 

YagtS, ool.l, line 31. 
Bmo art. «*"> purple cvtniKg llngei Ui 



□' Poet of Ihs lut Century : 



Pages, cot I, line S3 



loufletdChcpliweDtmTlilrth.iiidoried. "The Mends 
of my Yontb, wben us the;! "— Add an «ba ucwei-ed, 
" When an the; ! ~ From ui AnUo HS. 



WlwD a traveller, who waa sunpyliigthenaliiflDf Rome, 
tfzpniacil a desire to poflaen some nlfc of lie uicient 
frandenr, Ponidn, vba iltfndeil htm, gtooped down, and 
gatbeitng Dp a handfal nf ewtb ihlolng with small gralm 
ofporph^rry, "Take this home," said he, "for yooTfiabl- 
net; and Bay boldly, Qutita i RmnaAnliEoJ' 

Page 3, coL 1, Une M. 

ne citHt'C'i-fnlril veiiu round wifflk M/aUltrs ilap , 
Every man, like OulllTsr InUUIput. It faatoied ts sdib* 
■udanoDlatlonarBDonltiiaBll; stealing over him. Oftheae, 

Whm' (he Canadian Indians were once nKcited to 
emigrate, "What!" tliey replied, "shall ne (ty b> the 
bnnea of our fathers, Arise, and go vltb us Into a foreign 
laEdr~ 

Pagea. ool.l, line 31. 
So, vkcB \e TfciaOKti tt^fr* net Ana odlcu, 
Bse CooK'B PIrat Toyage, book L dup. Ifi 



LD^lance of looal al 



i3, ool. I, line 39. 



Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire frst conceiicp 
design among the mhu of the Capitol i and to th 
M of a Wdsh harp are we Indebted for The Bard c 



lia can enough adml 



Far au voung Fowuni, ^c. 
Ha *■■ nspeeted of murder, and nt Tenioe soeplcic 



e ekhlhltcd in the dungeon and i 



i and, as It waa a criminal 
lion of any foKign prince. In 
letter to the Duke of Milan, 



nkfng betngi. Far from me a 
rh frigid philosophy at may 



BQ dlgnlBed 



founded hj Abelard. in Champagne. 



I ha lUiMaBd Oie Heltequnt, was tn Iha 
'enty«oood year of his age -. anA with what feellnga 
uBt llie Boholar of Ariatotle have approadied the ground 



and Co land fnll.anned. — 






uUiualaat. Blliua lUUIcus performed annu 



Page 3, coL S, line II. 

Ban whji ilu pentiw vridov lova to vup. 

The fnflnence of the associating principle Is Unelj 

Bxemplifled In the faithful Penelope, when she sheds (can . 

over the bow of UlyesBS.— Od. ul. M. 

Pages, coL 9, line 37. 



Ar lenr pays,"— RoOHaaav. 



THE PUJLSURES OF MEMORY. 



And ttas AiglTS In tbe beat of luUls 

Pulces morleus romlntoritor Aigos. 
Nor la It edlntniiabed by but injuria, hoversr cmel Ohj 

stritlng ii tbe tettlnumy uf CamilluB, as it Lb recorded bf 
LivjT "Equidem fAleborvobtap" wys b« fn his apeecb 
ban people. "«t4l mlnui Injurle T«tr» quajn 



biuit, coEles, ouaplque, fit 



bom, and to whli 



!d by J. CBptlollniu. " Poit«quai 



built hit magntacei 
UoDtp«nrier, i, 27. 



if CiirdlDat Rtobelten. that, * 



b he vHiB bom — U^. d 



of Bb. 
TbtaLitbolangnaffe of LLs taeartp And w 



WigerealNAttMa,ic, 
That amlnble imd aooompUihed monarcb, Emty Out 
PouTtfa of Frmce, made an orcurBion from hia camp, 
dming tb« long tlege of Lhj>d, to dlno at a bouH In tbe 
forcBt of Folambray ; where he bad ofteo been r^fated, 

reiltdling wbich hs promised hlmaelf gnat pleaiure.— 

Page 3, col. 9, lias 46. 

JDiBi DiDCLKTiAs'BjrtC-twrMfaii mind 

TMocletlan retired into hla native province, and Chen 

itmuaed himself with huUdine, plantiue, and Kardening- 



outb. 

Page3,ool.», llnsW. 
To mux Kta nonJii, $c. 
Mo^lM wlltarloe del gloiirMO padre Sao Oeconlmo, »]pi 
In a oomer of the CnnYmtgarden there 1h Ibis I 



^of Hu-lem, whm that city w» 

arbarous enemy, a deaign was : 
be intelligfoce ;«aA conveyed to tl 



Page*, 001.2, line 11. 

Tnni Glory, Bays dob of the Anclenta, li Co be aoqulred 
by doiuff what deserrc* to be written, and wriCu^ what 
ioKTvee to be read ; and by mating the wntld the hawilsr 
tnd the better for our having lived in it. 



« wilbin the aphere of oi 



-e known by uB ! Theia 
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rel fdO Jtw twd On ioolMnpii^*U at 
The utrDDDmBr cbalkliiK bl* fgon* on tbi 
Hoguthl Heir of Itodlun. 1> an w ~ 
Uan of IhlB Idea.— Sh the Rau^s Pi 



Tha following stUDa m hM 
bluklHfaft)ii>Po«m. Tbeypn 
Df the pJctnre, that 1 cannot mda 
duolpg tbom ban, 

Plcamna of Memory ! — ohf nipromoly bl»C, 
And JUAtl^ proud bejoad a Poet's pnlH ; 

If tile pore ODoflnv of thjr tranquil bruat 




"Thl» pillar ma ar«it«l hi the jar ISK, b^ Ann, 
Conntofla Dowager of I^mbFoke, &c-ldr a manorial of her 
last pBTtlog. In thla place, witb ber good ana plonamolbar, 
Margitet, Countm Oonager of CmnbH-land, on the Ind 
of April, I6IR1 In memory whereof ebe hath left an 
annuity of 4/. to be dlatrlbuled Co the poor of the parljh 
of Brougham, otary and day of April tor ovar, upon the 
placed hard by. LaUB Deo I ' 



O'fT Jhit dead ton Ihi ffaliant Oi 

" I would not OKchan^ my dmd BOX 

living eon In ChrlaCandom."^'' 
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ABOCMENT. 

TntTodubtlon. — Ringing of Belle In ft neighbouring 
Tlllaga on the Birtb of an Heir. -- doieral Refieclioni 
on Human Life.— The Bnbjeot proposed.- Ctalldbood.— 
— Marriage. — Damestia Happl- 



d Affliction.— 



— Old Age and 



The lark hae ming his carol in the eky ; 
The bees hare hammed their noon-tide harmgny. 
Still in the vale the village-belk ring round, 
Slall in Llewellyn-hall the jests resound : 
For now the caudle-cup ia circling there, 
NoWjgLax] at heart, the goaaipshreathe their prayer, 
And, crowding, stop the cradle to admire 
The baho, the sleeping ima^ of his sire. 

A few short yeus— and then these sounds shall 
The day again, and gladness fill the vale ; [hull 
So Boon the child a youth, the youth a man. 
Eager to run the race his Tathera rau. 
Then the huge ox shall yield the broad Bir-lain; 
The ale, now brewed, in ilooda of amber shine ; 
And, basking in the chimney's ample blaze, 
'Mid many a tale told of his boyish days. 
The nurse shall cry, of all her ills beguiled, 
** 'Twas OD these kneea he sate so oft and smiled." 



In every cottage-porch with gartands green. 
Stand still to gaze, and, gazing, bless the scene ; 
While, her di^k eyes declining. In' his side 
Moves m her virgia-veit the gentle bride. 

And once, alas, nor in a distant hour. 
Another voice shall come from yonder tower ; 
^llieD in dim chambers long black weeds are 

And weepings heard where only joy has been : 
When by his children boms, and from bis door 
Slowly departing to return no more. 
He rests in holy earth with them that went beforo. 

And such is Human Life ; so gUding on. 
It glimmers like a meteor, and is gone I 
Yet is the tale, brief though it be, as strange. 
As full, methinks, of wild and wondrous change, 
Aa any that the wandering tribes require. 
Stretched in the desert round their evening- 
fire ; 
As any sung of old in hall or bower 
To minstrel-barps at midnight's witching honr I 

Bom in ■ trance, we wake, observe, inquire ; 
And the green earth, the azure sky admire. 



HUMAN LIFE. 



d now B, charm, and now a graxre iH won 1 
I grow in Htature, and in wiedDm too 1 
And, SB new scenes, new objects rise to view. 
Think nothing done nhile aught remains to do. 

Yet, all forgot, how oft the eye-hds close, 
And &om the slack hand drops the gathered rose ! 
How oft, as dead, on the warm turf we Ke, 
While many ou emmet comeB with curious eye; 
And on her nest the watchful wren uta by t 
Nor do wo apeak or move, or hear or see ; 
So like what once we were, and onceagain shall be ! 

And say, how soon, where, blithe as innoceat. 
The bo; at sun-rise carolled as he went. 
An wed pilgrim on bis staff diall lean. 
Tracing in vain the footsteps o'er the green ; 
The man himself how altered, not the scene ! 
Now journeying home with nothing but the name; 
Way-worn and spent, another and the some ! 

No eye observes the growth or the decay. 
To-day we look as we did yesterday ; 
And we shall look to-morrow as to-day- 
Yet while the loveliest smiles, her locks grow greyl 
And in her gloss could she but see (he Mice 
Shell see so soon amid another race, 
How would she shrink I — R«turtiing from afar, 
After some years of travel, some of war, 
Within hia gate Ulysses stood unknown 
Before a wife, a father, and a son I 

And such is Human Life, the general theme. 
Ah, what at best, what but a longer dream T 
Though with such wild romantic wanderings 

fraught, 
Such forms m Fancy's richest colouring wrought. 
That, like the visions af a love-sick brain. 
Who woold not sleep and dream them o'er agatnl 

Our pathway leads bat to a precipice ; 
And all must fallow, fearfiil as it is ! 
From the first step 'tis known ; but — No delay ! 
On, 'tis decreed. We tremble and obey. 
A thousand ills beset us as wo go. 
— " Still, could I shun tiia &tal guiT'— Ah, no, 
"Tis all in vain— the inexorabia Law ! 
Nearer and nearer to the brink we draw. 
Verdure springs up ; and fruits and flowers invite. 
And groves and fountains — ^atl things that delight. 
"Oh, I would slop, and linger if I nii^t!" 
We fly ; no resting for the foot we find ; 
All dark before, all desolate behind I 
At length the brink appears — but one step more ! 
We faint — On, on 1 — we falter — and 'tis o'er ! 

Yet here high passions, high desires unfold. 
Prompting to noblest deeds ; here links of gold 
Bind soul to soul ; and thoughts divine inspire 
A thirst unquenchable, a holy fire 
That will not, cannot but with Ute expire I 

Now, seraph-winged, among the stars wa soar ; 
Now dutant ages, like a day, explore. 
And judge the act, the actor now no more ; 
Or, in a thankless hour condemned to live, 
Fram others claim what these refuse to give, 
And dart, like Mili«k, an unerring eye 
Through the dim curtains of I'uturity. 

Wealth, Pleasure, Ease, all thonght of self 
resigned. 
What will not Man encounter for Mankind I 
Bebotd him now unbar the prison-door, 
And, lifting Guilt, Contagion from the floor. 
To Peace and HeJth,and Light and Life restore; 



Now in Thermop^B remain to share 

Death — nor look back, nor turn a footstep there. 

Leaving his story to the birds of air ; 

And now tike 

Names such a 

Long with his friend in generous enmity, 

Pleading, inusting in his place to die ! 

Do what he will, he cannot realize 
Half he conceives — the glorions vision flies. 
Go where he may, he cannot hope to find 
The truth, the beau^ pictured in his mind. 
But if by chance an object strike the sense, 
The faintest shadow of that Excellence, 
Passions, that slept, are stirring in his frame ; 
Thoughts undefined, feelings withont a name I 
And some, not here called forth, may slumber oa 
Till this vain pafeant of a world is gone ; 
Lying too deep for things that periiSi here, 
Waiting for Ufe — but m a nobler sphere 1 

Look where he comes ! Rejoicing in his birth. 
Awhile he moves as in a heaven on earth ! 
Sun, nKwn, and stars — the land, the sea, the sky 
To him shine out as in a galaxy I 
But soon lie post — the Ught has died away t 
With him it came (it was not of the day) 
And be himself dilmsed it, like the stone 
That sheds awhile a lustre ail its own. 
Making night beautiful. 'Tis past, 'tis gone. 
And in his darkness as he journeys on. 
Nothing revives him but the blessed ray 
That now breaks in, nor ever knows decay, 
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the Spring, 
The Summer's glory, and the rich repuse 
Of Autumn, and the Winter's silvery snows. 
Man through the changing scene let me pursue, 
Himself how wondrous in his changes too 1 
Not Man, the sullen savage in his den ; 
Bnt Man caUed forth in fellowship with men ; 
Schooled and trained up to Wisdom from his birth; 
God's noblest work — His image upon earth t 

The day arrives, the moment wished and feared; 
The child is bom, by many a pang endeared. 
And now tha mother's ear has caught his cry ; 
Oh grant the cherub to her asking eye t 
He comes — she clasps him. To her bosom pressed, 
He dnnks the balm of life, and drops to rest. 

Her by her smile bow soon the Stranger knows; 
How soon by his the glad discovery show* I 
As to her lips she lifts the lovely boy. 
What answering looks of sympathy and joy I 
He walks, be speaks. In many a broken word 
His wants, his wishes, and hia griefs are heard. 
And ever, ever to her lap he flies. 
When rosy Sleep comes on with sweet surprise. 

(That name most dear for ever on his ton^ej 
As with soft accents ronnd her neck he clings. 
And, cheek to cheek, her lulling song she singe. 
How blest to feel the beatings of his heart. 
Breathe his sweet breath, and kiss for kiss impart; 
Watch o'er his slumbers like the brooding dove. 
And, if she con, exiiausC a mother's love I 
Bat soon a nobler task demands her care- 
there 1— 
the volume on her knee has canght 
His wandering eye — now many a written thought 
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NeTSC to die, witb mxDj & lisping eweet 

His moving, murmurina lip« ende&Tour to repeat. 

Beleased, he chases me bright butterfly ; 
Oh he would follow— follow through the gky I 
Climba the gaunt nmatiff slumbering in bis chain. 
And chides and bnfiets, clinging hj the mane ; 
Then runs, and, kneeling by the fountain-side. 
Sends his brave sbip in triumph down, tbe tide, 
A dangerous voyage I or, if now he can, 
If DOW he weara the habit of a man, 
Flings off the coat so long his pride and pleasure, 
And, like a miser digging for his treasure. 
His tiny spade in bis owe garden plies, 
And in green letters eees bis name arise 1 
Where'er be goes, for ever in her sight. 
She looks, and looks, and Btill with new delight I 

Ah who, whea fading of itself away. 
Would cloud the sunahme of hie little day ! 
Now is the May of Life. Careering round, 
Joy wings his feet, Joy lifts him &om the grouod I 
Pointing t<i such, well might Comehs say. 
When the rich casket shone in bright array, 
» These are m Jewels ! " Well of such as he. 
When Jesds spake, well might his longiage be, 
» Suffer these little ones to come to me ! " 

Thoughtful by lits, he scons and he reveres 
The brow engraven with the Thoughts ot Years ; 
Close by her side his silent homage given 
As to some pure Intelligence &om Heaven ; 
His eyes cast downward with ingenuous shame. 
His coiie<ueus cheeks, conscious of praise or blame. 
At anoe lit up as with a holy flame ! 
He thirsts for knowledge, speaks but to inquire ; 
And soon with tears relinquished to the Sire, 
Soon in his hand to Wisdom's temple led. 
Holds secret converse with the Mighty Dead ; 
Trembles and thrilla and weeps as they inspire. 
Bums OS they bum, and with coDgeniol fire I 
Like Her most gentle, most UDfortunate, 
Crowned but 1o die — who in her chamber sate 
Hasing with Plato, though tlie horn was blown. 
And every ear and every heart was won. 
And all in green array were chasing down tlie sun! 

Then is the Age of Admiration — Then 
Gods walk the earth, or beings more than men ; 
Who breathe the soul of Inspiration round. 
Whose very shadows consecrate the ground [ 
Ah, then comes thronging many a wild desire. 
And high imagining and thought of Are I 
Then from wifliin a voice exclaims " Aspire I " 
Phantoms, that upward point, before him pssa, 
As in the Cave athwart the Wizard's glass j 
They, that on Youth a grace, a lustre shed, 
Of every Age— the living and the dead 1 
Thou, all-accomplished Sukret, thou art known ; 
The flower of Knighthood, nipt as soon as blown 1 
Melting all hearts but GeraJdine's alone ! 
And, with bis beaver up, discovetnng there 
One who loved less to conquer thao to spare, 
Lo, the Black Warrior, he, who, battlc-spenl. 
Bare-headed served the Captive in his tent I 

Yoang B in the groves of Academe, 

'" where llyssus winds bis ■'"' ' ' 

where the wild bees s 



Dreaming old dreams — a joy for years to come ; 
Or on the Rock within the sacred Fane ;— 
Scenes such as Milton sought, but sought in rain: 
And MiLTO.v'a self (at that thrice-honoured name 
Well may wa glow — as men, we share his fame) 



And Milton's self, apart with beaming eye, 
Planuii^ he knows not what — that shall not die 

Oh in thy truth secure, thy virtue bold. 
Beware tiie poison in the cup of gold. 
The asp among the flowers. Thy heart beats big 
As bright and brighter breaks the distant sky ! 
But every step is on enchanted ground r 
Danger thou lov'st, and Danger haunts thee round. 

Whoapu '■ ' ■ ■ 

Then 



> spurs Ilia horse against the m 



At his own shadow thrusts along the wallt [fall, 
Who dances without music ; and anon 
Smgs like the lark— then sighs as woe-begone. 
And folds his arms, and, where the willows wave. 
Glides in the moonshine by a maiden's grave I 
Come hither, boy, and dear thy open brow. 
Yon sumtner-clouds, now like the Alps, and now 
A ship, a whale, change not so fast as thou. 

He hears me not — -Those (ughs were from the 
heart. 
Too, loo well taught, he plays the lover's part. 
He who at masques, nor feigning nor sincere, 
Witb sweet discourse would win a lady's ear. 
Lie at her feet and on her slipper swear 
That none were half so bultless, half so bar, 
Now throngh the forest hies, a stricken deer, 
A banished man, flying when none are near; 
And writes on every tree, and lingers long 
Where most tlie nightingale repeats her song ; 
WhercmoBtthe nymph, mat haunts the silent grove. 
Delights to syllable Uie names we love. 

Two on his steps attend, in motley clad ; 
One woefiil-wan, one merrier yet as mad ; [bells. 
Called Hope and Fear. Hope shakes his cap and 
And flowers spring up among the woodland dells 
To Hope he Ustens, wandering without measure 
Thro' sun and shade, lost in a trance of pleasure ; 
And, it to Fear but for a weary mile, 
Hope follows fast and wins him with a smile. 

At length he goes — a Pilgrim to the Shrine, 
And for a relic would a world resign ! 
A glove, a shoe-tie, or a flower let fall — 
What though the least. Love consecratea Diem all ! 
And now he breathes in many a plaintive verse ; 
Mow wins the duU ear of the wily nuise 

That Srst he saw and sickened in his prime) 

And soon the Sibyl, in her tbii^ for gold. 

Plays with young heorlstbatwillnot be controlled. 

"Absence from Thee— BBSelt from selfit seems 1" 
Scaled is the garden-wall ; and lo, her beams 
Silvering the east, the moon comes up, revealing 
His well-known form along the terrace stealing. 
—Oh, ere in sight be came, 'twas his to thrill 
A heart that loved him, though in secret stJlL 
" Am I awake t or is it . . . con it be 
" An idle dream 1 Nightly it virats me 1 
" — That strain," she cries, "asfrom the water rose. 
" Now near and nearer through theafaode it flows ! — 
" Now sinks departing— sweetest in its close ! " 
No casement gleams ; no Juliet, like Che day. 
Comes forth and speaks and bids her lover stay. 
Still, like ar rial music heard from tar. 
Nightly it rises with the evening-star. 

— « Sho loves another ! Love was in that sigh I " 
On the cold ground he throws himself to die. 
Fond Youth, beware. Thy heart is most decriving. 
Who wish are fearful ; who suspect, believing. 
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— And BDon her looks the raptnmuB truth atow. 
Lovely before, oh, say how lovely now ! 
She fli^iiot,frownHaotTthDugh he pleads hifi cause; 
Nor yet — nor ^et her hand &oin his withdraws ; 
But by Bome secret Power surprised, subdued, 

iAh how resist ) And would she if she could 1) 
'ails on his oeck as half uncooBcioua where, 
Glad to conceal her tears, her blushes there. 

TheD come those full coniidingB of the past ; 
All sunshine now, where all was overcast. 
Then do they wander till the day is gone. 
Lost in each other ; &nd when night steals on, 
Covering them round, how sweet her accents are I 
Oh when she turns aad speaks, her voice ia far. 
Far above singing I— Sut soon nothing stirs 
To break the silence — Joy like bi», like hen. 
Deals not in words ; and DOW the shadows close. 
Now in the glimmering, dying li^t she grows 
Less and less earthly t As departs the day, 
All that was mortal seems to melt away. 
Till, likte a gift reeui ' 



She fades at last in 






ml 



' blest indeed ; and swift the hours 
Till her young Sisters wreathe her hair in flowers. 
Kindling her beauty — while, unseen, the least 
Twitches her robe, then runs behind the rest, 
Known by her laugh that will not be seppressed. 
Then before All they stand— the holy vow 
And Ting of gold, no fond illusions now, 
Bind her as his. Across the threshold led. 
And every tear kissed off as soon as shed. 
His boose she entere— there to be a hght. 
Shining withm, when all without ia ni^t ; 
A guardian-angel o'er hia life presiding, 
DoubUng his pleaaures, and his cores djviding ; 
Winning him back, when mingling in the throng. 
From a vun world wc love, aUa I too long. 
To tire-side happiness, to hours of ease. 
Blest with that charm, Che certainty to please. 
How oft her eyes read his ; her gentle miod 
To all his wishes, all his thoughts inchned ; 
Still subject— ever on the watch to borrow 
Mirth of his mirth, and sorrow of his sorrow. 
The soul of music slumbers in the shell. 



A thousand melodies unheard before 

Nor many moons o'er hill and volley rise 
Ere to the gate with nymph-tike step she flies. 
And their Rrst-bom holds forth, their dorhng boy. 
With smiles how sweet, how full of love and joy. 
To meet him coming ; theirs through every year 
Pure transports, such as each to each endear 1 
And laughing eyes and laughing voices All 
Their home witH gladness. She, when aU are still, 
Comes and undraws the curtain as they lie. 
Id sleep how beautiful ! He, when the sky 
Gleams, and the wood sends up its harmony. 
When, gathering round bis bed, they climb to 
His kisses, and with gentle violence there [share 
Break in upon a dreun not half so fair. 
Up to Che hill-top leads their little feet ( 
Or by the forest-lodge, perchance to meet 
The stag-herd on its march, perchance to hear 
The otter rustling in the sedgy mere ; 
Or to the echo near the Abbot's tree. 
That gave him back his words of pleasantry — 
When the House stood, no merrier man than hel 
And, OS they wander with a keen delight. 
If hat a leveret catch their quider s^t 



If hi 



it by, a 



their thoughts to Him who mode them 
These with unequal footsteps following fast, [all ; 
These clinging by his eloak, unwilling to be last. 

The shepherd on Tornoro's misty brow. 
And the swart seaman, saihug for below. 
Not undelighted watch the morning ray 
Purpling the orient— till it breaks away. 
And bums and blazes into glorious day [ 
But happier jitill is he who bends to trace 



The thoughts and passions stirring in 
The fornnng utterance, the inquiring glance. 
The giant waking from his ten-fold trance, 
Till up he starts as conscious whence he eune. 
And all ia light within the trembling frame 1 

What then a Father's feelings t Joy and Fear 
In turn prevail, Joy most ; and through the year 
Tempering the ardent, urging night and day 
Him who shrinks bach or wanders from the way. 
Praising each highly — &om a wish to raise 
Their merits to ttie level of his Praise, 
Onward in their observing sight he moves. 
Fearful of wrong, in awe of whom he loves I 
Their sacred preseuco who shall dare profane I 
Who, when He slumbers, hope to fix a stainl 
He lives a model in bis hfe to stiow. 
That, when he dies and through the world they go, 
Some men may pause and say, when some admire, 
" They are his sons, and worthy of their sire 1" 

But Man is bom to suffer. On the door 
Sickness has set her mark ; and now no more 
Laughter within we hear, or wood-notes wild 
As of a mother singing to her child. 
All now in anguish from that room retire, 
Where a young cheek glows with consuming Are, 
And Innocence breathes contagion — all but one. 
But she who gave it birth— from her alone 
The medicine-cup is taken. Through the night. 
And through the day, that with its dreary h^t 
Comes unregarded, she site silent by. 
Watching the changes with her anxious eye : 
While they without, listening below, above, 
(Who but in sorrow know how much they love!) 
From every little noise cateh hope and fear, 
Exchang^g still, still as they turn to hear. 
Whispers and sighs, and smiles all tenderness 
That wosld in vain the starting tear repress. 

Such grief was ours — it seems but yesterday — 
When in thy prime, wishing bo much to slay, 
'Twas thine, Maria, thins without a sigh 
At midnight in a Sister's arms to die ! 
Oh thou wert lovely — lovely was thy ftome. 
And pure thy spirit as from Heaven it came 1 
And, when recalled to join the blest above. 
Thou diedst a victim to exceeding love, 
Nnrsing the young to health. In happier honi*, 
When idle Fancy wove luxuriant flowers, 
Once in thy mirUi thou bad'st me write on thee ; 
And now I write — what thou shalt never see I 

At length the Father, vain his power to save. 
Follows his child in silence to the grave, 
{That child how cherished, whom he would nq( 

give. 
Sleeping the sleep of death, for all that live ;) 
Takes a last look, when, not unheard, the spade 
Scatters the earth aa " dust to duat" is said. 
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Takes a last look uid goes ; his best relief 
Conaoliag otiien in that boor of grief^ 
And with Bweet tears and gentle wordB infuBing 
The holy calm that leads to heavenly muMiig. 

Bnt hark, the din of anns 1 no time for sarrow. 
To horse, to horse I A day of blood to-morrow 1 
One parting pong, and then — ODd then 1 Hy, 
Fly to the field, to triumph — or t» die ! — 
He goes, and Night comes as it never came ! 
With shrieks of horror t — and a vanlt of ftome I 
And lo ! when morning mocks the deaulale. 
Red runs the river by ; and at the gate 
Breathless a horse without his rider standn I 
But bush ! . . a shout from the victorious bands 1 
And oh the smiltis and t«ars, a sire restored I 
One wears his helm, one buckles on his sword; 
One bangs the wall with laurel-leaves, and all 
Spring to prepare the soldier's festival ; 
While She beatJoved, Ull then forsaken never, 
CliagB round his neck as she would cling for ever 1 

Such golden deeds lead on to golden days. 
Days of domestic peace — by him who plays 
On the great stage how uneventful thought ; 
Yet with a thousand busy projects fraught, 
A thousand incidents that stir the mind 
To pleasure, -such as leaves no sting behind 1 
Such as the heart delights in — and records 
Within how silently— in more than words I 
A Holiday — the fmgat banquet spread 
On the &4sh herbage near the founts-head 
With quips and cranks — what time the wood-la^ 

there 
Scatters her loose notes on the sultry air, 
What time the king-fisher site perched below, 
• Where, silver-brighl, the water-lilies blow :— 
A Wake — the booths whitening the village-green. 
Where Punch and Scaramouch aloft are seen ; 
Sign beyond sign in close array unfurled, 
Pietoring at large the wonders of the world ; 
And far and wide, over the vicar's pale. 
Black hoods and scarlet crossing hill and dale. 
All, all abroad, and music in the gale : — 
A Wedding-dance— a dance into the night 
On the ham-floor, when maiden-feet are light ; 
When the young bride receives the promised dower, 
And flowers are flung, heraelf a fiiirer flower :— 
A morning-visit to the poor man's shed, 
(Who would he rich while One was wantmg bread 1) 
When all are emulous to bring relief. 
And tears are falling fast — but not for grief: — 
A Walk in Spring— GRiTTiK, like those with thee 
By the heath-side (who had not envied mel) 
When the sweet hmes, so full of bees m June, 
Led us to meet beneath their bougba at noou ; 
And thou didst say which of the Great and Wise, 
Could they hut hear and at thy bidding rise, 
Thou wonldst call up and question. 

Graver things 
Come in their turn. Morning, and Evening, brings 
Its holy office ; and the sabbath-bell. 
That over wood and wild and mountsin-dell 
Wanders so far, chasing all thoughts unholy 
With sounds most musical, most melancholy. 
Not on his ear is lost. Then he pursues 
'Ehe pathway leadmg through the aged yews. 
Nor unattended ; and, when all are there. 
Poors out his spirit in the House of Prayer, 
That House wiui many a funeral-garland hung 
Of virgin-white — memorials of the young, 



Their looks composed, their thoughts o 

The world forgot, or all its wrongs forgiven — 
Who would not say thoy trod the path to Heaven 1 

Nor at the fragrant hour — at early dswn — 
Under the elm-tree on bis level lawn. 
Or in his porch ia he less duly found. 
When they that cry for Justice gather round. 
And in that cry her sacred voice is drowned; 
His then to hear and weigh and arbitrate, 
Like Alfokd judging at his palace-gate. 
Healed at his touch, the wounds of discord close ; 
And they return as friends, that came as foes. 

Thns, while the world but claims its proper 
part^ 
Oft in the head but never in the heait. 
His life steals on ; within his quiet dwelling 
That home-felt joy all other joys excelling. 
Sick of the crowd, when enters he — nor then 
Forgets the cold mdifferonce of men t 

Soon through the gadding vine the snu looks in, 
And gentle hands the breakfast-rite begin. 
Then the bright kettle sings its matln-eong. 
Then fragrant clouds of Mocha and Souchong 
Blend as they rise ; and (while without are seen. 
Sure of their meal, the small birds on the green ; 
And in from far a school-boy's letter flies, 
Flushing the sister's cheek with glad surprise) 
That sheet unfolds (who reads, that rea^ it 

not!) 
Bom with the day and with the day forgot ; 
Its ample page various as human life, 
The pomp, the woe, the bustle, and the strife '. 

But □othiug lasts. In Autumn at his plough 
Met and solicited, behold him now 
Learing tliat huunbler sphere his fathers knew. 
The sphere that Wisdom loves,, and Virtue too ; 
They who subsist not on the vain applause 
Misjudging man now gives and now withdraws. 

'Twas mom — the sky-lark o'er the furrow sung 
As from his lips the slow consent was wrung ; 
Ah from the glebe his fathers tilled of old, 
The plough they guided in an age of gold, 
Down by the beech-wood side he turned away : — 
And now behold him in on eril day 
Serving the State again — not as before, 
Not foot to foot, the war-whoop at his door, — 
But Id the Senate ; and (though round him fly 
The jest, the sneer, the subtle sophistry,) 
With honest dignity, with manly sense, 
And every charm of natural eloquence. 
Like HiMpntN struggling in his Country's cause, 
The first, the foremost to obey the taws. 
The Isst to brook oppression. On he moves, 
Careless of blame while his own heart approves. 
Careless of ruin — (" For the general good 
'Tis not the first time I shall shed my blood.") 
On thrn' that ^te misnamed, thro' which before 
Went Sidney, Russell, Raleigh, Cranmer, More, 
On into twilight within walls of stone. 
Then to the place of trial ; and alone. 
Alone before his judges in array 
Stands for his life: £ere, on that awlhl day. 
Counsel of friends— all human help denied — 
All bnt from her who sits the pen to guide. 
Like that sweet saint who sat by RnaasLL's aide 
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(Jader the judgment seat. 

But gaUty men 
Triumph not oIwbjb. To hia hearth again. 
Again with honour to hia hearth restored, 
Lo, in the accustomed chair and at the board. 
Thrice greeting those who most withdraw their 
(The lowhest Beryaot calling by hU name) [clum, 
He reads thanks^ving in the eyes of all. 
All met as at a holy Festival I 
■ — On the day destined for hie faneral J 
Lo, there the Friend, who, ent™ng where he lay, 
Breathed in his drowsy ear " Away, away ! 
Take thou my eloah— Nay, start no^ but obey— 
Take it and leave me." And the biuahtng Maid, 
Who thro' the streets as thro' a desert stiayed ; 
And, when her dear, dear Father [iBBsed along, 
Wonld not be held — but bursting through the throng, 
Halberd and battle-axe — kissed him o'er and o'er ; 
Then tnmed and went— then sought him aa before, 
Believing she should see hia face no more I 
And oh, how changed at once — no heroine here. 
Bat a we:^ woman worn with grief and fear. 
Her darlmg Mother '. 'Twss but now she smiled ; 
And now i£e weeps upon her weeping child ! 
— But who sits by, her only wish below 
At length fulfilled- — and now prepared to go t 
His hands on heis—as through the mists of night. 
She gazes on him with imperieet sight ; 
Her glory now, as ever her delight I 
To her, methinks, a second Youth is given; 
The light upon her face a light from Heaven 1 

An hour like this is worth a thousand passed 
In pomp or ease — 'Tis present to the last 1 
Years glide away untold — Tis atill the same ! 
As fresh, aa lair as on the day it came 1 

And now once more where moat he loved to be. 
In hia own fields — breathing tranqiullity — 
We hail him — not less happy. Fox, than thee ! 
Thee at St. Anne's go soon of Care beguiled. 
Playful, sincere, and artless as a child ! 
Thee, who wouldst watch a bird's nest on the spray, 
Through the green leaves exploring, day by day. 
How oft from grove to grove, from seat to seat. 
With thoe convereing in thy loved retreat, 
I saw the son go down 1 — Ah, then 'twaa thine 
Ne'er to forget some volume half divine, 
Shakapeare's or Dijden's— through the chequered 

Borne in thy hand behind thee as we strayed ; 
And where we sate (and many a halt we mode) 
To read there with a fervour all thy own. 
And in thy grand and melancholy tone, 
Some splencUd passage not to thee unknown. 
Fit theme for long discourse— Thy bell has tolled I 
— Bat in thy place among us we behold 
One who resembles thee. 

•Tis the aiith hour. 
The viUaee-elock strikes &vm the distant tower. 
The plooKhnutn leaves the field ; the traveller hears. 
And to the inn spues (brward. Nature weaiB 
Her sweetest smile ; the day-star in the west 
Yet hovering, and the thistle's down at rest. 

And such, his lahonr done, the calm He knows. 
Whose footsteps we have followed. Hound him 
'. An atmosphere that brightens to the lost ; [glows 
' The light, that shmes, reflected from the Past, 
— And from the Future too I Active in Thought 
Among old books, old friends i and not unsought 
By the wise strang«^~in hia mamuig-honrE, 
When gentle urs stir the fr«sh-blowing flowen. 



He muses, turning up the idle weed ; 
Or prunes or grafts, or in the yellow mead 
Watches his bees at hiving-time ; and now. 
The ladder resting on the orchard-bough, 
■^ " "" ' '■ ■ ' ■' that hangs in — 



Cullatl! 



Mid sparkling eyes, and bands uplifCec 

At night, when all, assembling round the fire, 
Ooser and closer draw till they retire, 
A tale is told of India or Japan, 
Of merchants from Golcond or Astracan, 
What lime wild Nature revelled nnrestraiued. 
And Sinbad voyaged and the Colipha reigned : — 
Of Knights renowned from holy Palestine, 

When Blonde! came, and Richard ' in his Cell 
Heard, sa ho lay, the song he knew so well :— 
Of some Norwegian, while the icy gale 
Rings in her shrouds and beats her iron-sail. 
Among the shining Alps of Polar seas 
Immoveable — for ever there to freeze 1 
Or some great Caravan, from well to well 
Winduig as darkness on the desert Fell, 
In their long march, such as the Prophet bids, 
To Mecca from the Laud of Pyramids, 
And in an instant lost — a hollow wave 
Of burning sand their everlasting grave ! — 
Now the scene ahjfts to Cashmere — to a glade 
Where, with her loved gazelle, the blue-eyed Maid 
(Her fragrant chamber for awhile resigned. 
Her lute, by fits discoursing with the wind) 
Wanders well-pleaaed, what time the Nightingale 
Sings to the Rose, rejoicing hill and dale ; 
And now to Venice— to a bridge, a square, 
Glittering with hght, oil nations masking there. 
With light reflected on the tremulous tide. 
Where gondolas in gay confusion glide. 
Answering the jeat, the song on every side ; 
To Naples next— and at the crowded gate. 
Whore Grief and Fear ai ' " ' ' "■ 



a Son 



n hia Sin 



Vesuvius blazing lil 

Then, at a sign that never waa foc^ot, 

A strun breaks forth (who hears and loves it 

notl) 
Prom haip or organ '. Tis at parting given. 
That in their slumbers they may dream of Heaven ; 
Young voices mingling, as it floats along. 
Id Tuscan air or Handel's sacred song 1 

And She inspires, whose beauty shines ii 
" a danghler's coronal. 



And at 



hrough her t 
.11 of Tears, 



So soon to hover round her full of fears. 
And with assurance sweet her soul revive 
In child-hirth — when a mother's love is most alive ! 

No, 'tis not here that Solitude is known. 
Through the wide world he only is alone 
Who lives not For another. Come what will. 
The generous man has his companion still ; 
The cricket on his hearth ; the buzzing fly. 
That skims his rooF, or, be his roof the sky. 
Still with ita note oF gladness passes by : 
And, in an iron cage condemned to dwell, 

that stands within the dungeon-cell, 



He feeds his spider— happier at th< 
Than he at large who in himself is 
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O thou all-eloqueat, wbose mighty mind, 
! Streajna from the depth af agea on nuolund, 
I StreuuB like tbe day — who, sugel-like, b«8t shed 
Thy full offulgeace on the hoary bead, 
Speaking in <^to'» venerable roice, 
"Look up, and faint not — faint no^ bat rejoice 1" 
From thy Eljwum guide him. Age has now 
I Stamped with ittt aignet that ingenuoua brow : 
' And, *mid his old heredilAry trees, 

Treee he baa climbed bo oft, he sits and Bees 
His children's children playing round bis knees : 
Then bappiegt, youngest, when the qnoit is flung. 
When Bide by eide the archers' bowB are Btnmg ; 
Hie to preBcribe the place, adjudge the prize. 
Envying no more the young tlieir energies 
Than Uiey an old man when hia words are wise ; 
His a delight ho» pure — without alloy ; 
Strong in their strength, rejoidng in their joy '. 

Now in their turn assisting, thsy repay 
The BDxious cares of many and many a day ; 
And now by those ho loves relieved, restored. 
His very wants and weaknesses aCTonl 
A feeling of enjoyment. In his walks. 
Leaning on them, how oft he stops and talks, 
Wbileuieylookup ! Their qneslions, their replies, 
Fresh as the welling watora, round him rise. 
Gladdening his spirit : and, his theme the past, 
How eloquent he is I His thongbts flow fast ; 
And, while his heart (oh can the heart grow old! 
False are the tales that in the World are told I) 



mien. 
Those that ht 



which he calls h 
X leas alone thau when alone, 
' ■ ' ' ig and M 



■e to end; 



oC dead — but gone before, 
tie gatners rouna mm ; and revives at will 
Scenes in his life — that breathe enchantment still — 
That come not now at dreary intervals— 
But where a light as from the Blessed [alls, 
A tight such guests bring ever — riuro and holy — 
Lapping the soal in sweetest meuincboly 1 
— Ah then Icsh willing (nor tlio choice condemn) 
To live with others than to think on them I 
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By deeds of virtue done or to be doni 
When on his couch he sinks at length to rest^ 
Those by his couosel aaved, his power redressed. 
Those by the World shunned ever as unblest, 
At whom the rich man's d(^ growls from the gate. 
But whom he soDgbl out, sitting desolate. 
Come and stand round_tbe widow with her child. 
As when she first forgot her tears and smiled I 
They, who watch bv bim, see not ; hot he sees. 
Sees and exults — l^ere ever dreams like these t 
They, who watch by him, hear not ; bnt be bears. 
And Earth recedes, and Heaven itself appears I 

'Tis past I That hand we grasped, alas, in vain 1 
Nor shall we look upon his face again I 
But to his closing eyes, for all were there. 
Nothing was wan^g ; and, through many a year 
We shall remember with a fond delight 
The words so precious which we heard to-night ; 
His parting, though awhile oar sorrow flows. 
Like setting sons or music at the close I 

Then was the drama ended. Not til! then, 
So full of chance and change the lives of men. 



Could we pronounce bim happy. Then secure 

From pun, ^m grief, and aU that we endure. 

He slept in peace — say rather soared to Heaven, 

Upborne from Eard by Him to whom 'tis giveo 

In his right band to hold the golden key 

That opes the portals of Eternity. 

— When by a good man's grave I muse akme, 

Metbinks an Angel ^ts upon the stone ; 

Like those of o!^ on that thrioe-hallowed night. 

Who sate and watched in nument heavenly bright; 

And, with a voice inspiring joy not fear. 

Says, pointing upward, " Know, He is not here ! '* 

Bat now 'tis time to go ; the day is spent ; 
And stars are kindling m the flrmament, 
To us how silent^— though like ours perchance 
Busy and full of life and circumstance ; 
Where some the patiis of Wealth and Power pursue. 
Of Pleasure some, of Happiness a few ; 
And, as the sun goes roand — a son not ours — 
While from her ^p another Nature showers 
Gifts of her own, some from the crowd retire. 
Think on themselves, within, without inquire ; 
At distance dwell on all that passes there. 
All that their world reveals of good and fair ; 
And, as tbey wander, plctoring things, like me, 
Not as they are but as they ought to be. 
Trace oat the Journey through their bttle Day, 
And fondly dream an idle hour away. 



Bda BoMGCT, Sermon nr la TUmrrcctlim. 
WcJIt ! m> ruUng/or tSefiol wjlni i 



m nndH' Uis HUn ; snd bebold all is nnily ti 
>f qilrU." But wliabdIensll.tUldnthtellj 
■ deatb alone tbat oan Buddenly malre man to 



iccount of theridimvi, andpruveshimab^ggar. a 
leergar.Hfrboldaaglue before tbeejcs of the moilbca. 
md makBA them ice therein th^ deformity ^ au 

Oaloqnmt. just, and mi^t^DetUi: irtwm ntme oould 
idvUe, thou hut pomaded { what turn* bave dared, thou 
utt done; and whom all (be word have flattered, thDao 
LSBt cmat out and deepind ; thou hast drawn together all 
,he fBT^tretcbed greataffls, nil the pride. erueUy, and am- 
lition of man, and covered it all over with these two namw 
vordi, Hi/JaeeL—RujieB. 

Now. teraplmriHged, amon^ ISe ttart tM loar,- 
LiDonoeiTsbie arc the limits to our progress in Bclenee. 



TTkrdhf ^ lAf dim curtatnt of Ftttvrify. 
Fanoj «n hardly foTbev to ooaJectnTe with what temper 
HUtna Hurvejed the silaitprDgressof his work, andmarked 
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O'er pluw ud Ihne h« Ciiumpli ; c 
Uuvfaig at wlli the realmi aboie, : 
Yet. eh, how Uttta oT odthIih we 

BUT! to llie foot, " Now moTO, non 
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moat painful to joa ? " 



red : or H Pleto wonld 
they ooqulred f There 



oould Dot he a betLer ai^vi 
L^hemme He alt b quel nnff ee mettn, 

eondut de ■& mladrb— ^Fak 



t^Jolcingm by Dlgfat at well u by day. and Kehling up oui 

he Po«t, words which we might apply bd olloi In Ihli 
iltoiy life: 
Tod KHHi jouT rajue &om jour lose we Icem I 

Epiitl(alaTa«,l{. 

Pago 11, vol. £, UneAS. 

That ihidi mehik a liatrt all iti (wii, 
e " Obevrratloni onadlamond that ihlns la the dark." 
— Boiu-a Woau. I. VO. 



BtlHMhd and trainid up lo Wiidm /rim »1> MrtA ; 
Cloen, Id hie Eneay He emtctuU, hae drawn hie tmagi 
fremthebetterwelluDf Uffl;andBbaktpearc.iii hla Sevf 



ntlricaUy: Clcera 

portrait of ChIo we diacom do traoea of " the lean and 

eUppeied P aatalooiL* 






would not perhapi repent of hia endnvou 

he glad to know, and, if ho has, to mneE 
Thee on thy Mother'! kneea, a new-l 
Bo live, that. fdnJtinglD tby last Ion; 

Fage li, ooL I, line S3. 

•' That are my Jivuli I " 

The aneodole here alluded to, ia r^ 



or early Youth, while yet we lire only Bmon« Ihose 

ry look, werd. and action- Bui when we enter the 
and are repulsed by atrangere. An^tten by frlenda. 



Jlte brow engraven Kith Ou "n&uffktt nf Tearr i 
with power ; and ne may alwaya obaerve that the old are 

' ' Shame." sayi Homer, ■' bida the yonth beware how he 
aocoate the man of many years." ■• Thou ehalt rise up be- 
fore Iba hoary head, and honour the face of ^ old man." 

Among oj. and wherever tdnh and poHaefiBlonaglverank 
and authority, the young and the prnfiigateare seen oon^ 
tinually aboTfl the old and the worthy: there Age can 
nererflnditaduerrepect. Qutamongmanyof theanoioit 
nation it waa Dtherwiae \ andlheympedlliebenafitof It. 



lUtreaeeroiitowtenna.oeui-IAparlenqHot qu'lleaurent 
lour 1^ Tiedlarda, at dpux.<^ nar le rajieol qu'Ui auront 
KiuT eui'mAu«'— MoNtaBaoAir. 



Gentlemen and (!entlewomen,werehuntlng In thepark. I 
found her In her chnmlier. read Ing Phsdo l^tonis In Greek, 

read a meny tale in Boccace. After aalutalion. and duty 

hwe Bueh pBBtlma in the park ! Smiling, ihe anawered 
me ; " I wtat, all their apart In the pwk la hot a ahadow 
to that pleaaare wbleh I find In Plato."— BoaiR AiwBfH. 
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which now grew dsiljopmi me, that by ladoor una tatenl _. mi™i.iit. 
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auaUy held then to com- 



What ■ pteaalDKpIotiire of Oomatts Kfa li 
Btihnp Bsrkelsjin taia letters! '-TIk m 



lis wotie tlnm, we may hare better epirila.- 
Pa^ lfi»ceL 3t lliieaA3,54. 



» (ha AlonUa of Enrlpldw, •. 



and hla daughter Hargaret. 



Page IS, ML l.linaie. 
n Jur dfdr, tUar Father patitd along, 

rrtBwof Sir Tbnmaa Men 



JagniuteurlprDDOnncahlmabelii^indeep adTendty. 



Lfontd thoee arising frotd tl 



vhen daugbterly Iofs and 
look to -woildl:) omirtaar."- 



L.OO^Ic 



AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 



t Uh Hjiadea nm 



Before I conclade, I would say Bomething in 
bvoDT of the old-tuihioiied triplet, which 1 tiave 
here ventured to use so often. Dry den seemB ti> 
have 'delighted in it, uid in num; of big poems 
hM tued it much oflener thui I h*ve done, as 



tor instAnce in the Hind uid Panther', and in 

Theodore and Honoris, where he introdana it 

If I liave erred an; where in the Btmctare of 
my verse from a desire to follow yet earlier and 
higher euunplea, I rely on the for^venew of 
thofle in mltoae ear tht muaie iif our aU veriifiea- 
(ion u tlitl aounding '. 
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AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 



PREFACE. 

Etbkt reader turns with pleasure to those pas- 
sages <^ Horace, and Pope, and Boileau, wliich 
describe bow they lived and where they dwelt ; 
and which, being interspersed among their satirical 
writings, derive a secret and iireBiHtible grace 
from the contrast, aud are admii'ahle examplea of 
what in Fainthig is termed repoae. 

We have admittuice (o Horace at all hours. 
We enjoy the company and conversation at his 
table ; and liia sappers, like Plato's, " non solum 
in pnefientia. Bed etiam poetero die jucundK sunt.'' 
But, when we look round as wa Ht there, we find 
ourselves in a Sabine farm, and not iu a Roman 
villa. HiBwindowfl have every charm of prospect; 
but his furniture might have descended &om Cin- 
ctnnatus ; and gems, and pictures, and old marbles, 
are mentioned by him more than once with a 
■eemine indiSerence. 

His English Imitator thought and felt, perhaps, 
more correctly on the subject ; and embellished 
his garden and grotto with great industry and 
success. Bat to these alone he solicits our notice. 
Ou the ornaments of his house he is silent ; and 
he appears to have reserved all the minuter 
touches of his pencil for the library, the chapel, 
and the banqueting-room of Timon. " Le savoir 
de notre si^cle," says Rousseau, " tend beaucoup 

Sins a detrui[e'^u'& ^difier. On censure d'un ton 
e mattre ; pour proposer, il en ta.ut prendre no 

It is the deswn of this Epistle to illustrate the 
virtue ofTrue Taste ; and to show how little she 
requires to secure, not only the comforts, but 
even the elegancies of life. True Taste is an 
esfcellent EconomiHt. She confines her choice to 
few objects, and delights in nroduciug great effects 
Ijy fDoall means : while False Taste is for ever 



ughiug after the new and the rare ; and reminds 

us, in her worlis, of the Scholar of Apellea, who, 
not being able to paint his Helen beautiful, deter- 
mined to m^e her fine. 



!b to ■ TtUa dncrtbed-Its 

lis— Fmnlihwl with Cuu 
imlnj-rooni— The Lllmiiy— 



When, with a Beiuhhr's skill, thy cniions mind 

Has classed (he insect-tribes of human-kind. 

Each with its busy hum, or gilded wing, 

Its subtle web- work, or its venomed stmg ; 

Let me, M claim a few unvalued hours, 

Point out the green lane rough with fern and flowera ; 

The sheltered gate that opens to my field. 

And the white front thro' mingling elms revealed. 

In vain, alas I a village-friend invites 
To umple comforts, and domestic rites. 
When the gay months of Carnival resume 
Their annual round of glitter and perfimw ; 
When London hails thee to ita splendid laiat. 
Its hives of sweets, and cabinets of art ; , 
And, lo, majestic as thy manly song. 
Flows die full tide of human life along. 

Still must my partial pencil love to dweU 
On the home-prospects of my hermit-cell ; 
The mossy pales liiat skirt the orchard-green, 
Here hid by shrub-wood, Ihere by glimpses seen ; 
Aud the brown path-way, that, with careless flow, . 
Sinks, and is lost among the trees below. 
Still must it trace (tbe flattering tints forgive) 
Each fleeting charm thU bids the landscape live. 
Oft o'er thr -- * - -• -- •■ - 
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Wbistting his dog to mark tht pebble'x flight ; 
And in her kercliiet blue the eotlare-maid. 
With brimming pitcher from the ahadowj' gUde. 
Ftr to the Boulh a, mountain-vale retires. 
Rich in its groves, nnd glens, and villagc-epirea ; 
lie uplaod-lawnB, and cliJTe with foliage hung, 
lie wizard-stream, nor nameless nor unnung : 
And tlirough the various year, the varioua day, 
What scenes of glory hurst, and melt awa; 1 
When April-verdure apruigs in Grosvenor- 

Aod the furred Beanty comes to winter there. 

She bide old NatUK mar the plan no more ; 

Yet Btill the seasons circle as before. 

Ah, still as soon the young Aurora plays, 

Tha' moons and flambeaux trai 1 their bnudest blaze ; 

As soon the sky-lark pours his matin-song. 

The' Evening lingers at the mseque so loQg. 

There let her slrike with momentary ray. 
As tapers shine tbcir little lives away ; 
There let her practise from herself to steal, 
And look the happiness she dues not feel ) 
The ready emile and bidden blush employ 
At Faro-routs that dazile lo destroy ; 
Fan with affected ease the essenced air. 
And lisp of fashions with unmeaning stare. 
Be thine lo meditate an humbler flight. 
When morning fills the fields with rosy light ; 
Be thine to blend, nur thine a vulgar aim. 
Repose with dignity, with Quiet fame. 

Here no state-clumbers in long line unfold. 
Bright with broad mirrors, rough with fretted gold ; 
Yet modest ornament, with use combined, 
Attracts the eye to exercise the mind. 
Small change of scene, small space his home 
Who leads a life of satisfied desires. [requires. 

What tho' no marble breathes, no canvas glows, 
Rum every point a ray of genius flows 1 
Be mine to bless the more mechanic skill, 
That stamps, renews, and multiplies at will ; 
And cheaply circulates, thro^ distant climes. 
The fairest rehcs of the purest times. 
Here from the mould to conscious bemg start 
Those finer forms, the miracles of art } 
H«re chosen gems, imprest on sulphur, shine, 
That slept for ages in a second mine ; 
And here the faithful graver daree to trace 
A Michael's grandeur, and a Raphael's grace I 
Thy gallery, Terence, gilds my humble walls ; 
And my low roof the Vatican recalls I 

Soon as the morning-dream my pillow flies. 
To waking sense what brighter visions rise I 
O mark ! agaiti the coursers of the Sun, 
At GniDo's call, fheir round of glory run ! 
Again the rosy Hours resume their flight. 
Obscured and lost in floods of golden hght 1 

But could thine erring friend so long forget 
isive joy and fond regret) 



And, when a sage's bnBt arrests thee there. 
Pause, and his features with his thoughts compare. 
— Ah, most that AW my grateful rapture calb, 
Which breathes a soul into the silent walls ;■ 
Which gathers round the Wise of every Tongue, 
All on whose words departed nations hung ; 
Still prompt to charm with many a converse sweet ; 
Tiiides in the world, companions in retreat ! 

Tho' my thatched batli no rich Mosaic knows, 
A limpid spring with unfelt current flows. 
Emblem of Life ! which, still as we survey. 
Seems motionless, yet ever glides away I 
The shadowy walls record, with Attic art. 
The strength and beauty which its waves impart. 
Here TiiEria, bending, with a mother's fears 
Dips lier dear boy, whose pride restrains his tears. 
There Venus, rising, shrinks with sweet surprise, 
Va her fair self reflected seems to rise ; 

Far from the joyless glare, the maddemng strife. 
And all the dull impertinence of life. 
These eyeUds open to the rising ray, 
And close, when Nature bide, at close of day. 
Here, at the dawn, the kindling landscape glows ; 
There noon-day levees call from faint repose. 
Here the flushed wave flings back the parting light j 
There glunmering lamps anticipate the night. 
When from his classic dreams the student steals^ 
Amid the buzz of crowds, the whirl of wheels, 
To muse unuuticed— while around him press 
The meteor-fonns of equipage and dress ; 
Alone, in wonder lost, he seems to stand 
A very stranger in his native lajid I 
And {tho' perchance of current coin possest. 
And modern phrase by living lips e>:pre9t) 
Like those blest Youths, forgive tha lahliiig page. 
Whose blameless lives deceived a twilight age. 
Spent in sweet slumbers ; till the miner's sj^e 
Unclosed the cavern, and the morning played. 
Ah, what their strange surprise, their wild delight 1 



fi.rb.r.ii..,S. ., 

Lo ! here the lost restores, the absent brings ; 
And still the Few best loved and most revered 
Rise round the board their social smile endeared ! 
Selected shelves shall cl^m thy studious hours ; 
There shall thy ranging mind be fed on flowers 1' 
There, while the shaded lamp's mild lustre streams. 
Read ancient books, or dream inspiiing dreams ; 

I spls Hallna 

More modi.que 

Grata oarpeDtlft thyma . . ..-.Hoiu 



Newai 



of life. 



rid they wake, as from the dead ; 

Yet doubt tho trance dissolved, the vision fled I 
come, and, rich in intellectual wealth, 

Bleudthoughtwith exercise, with knowledge health; 

' >ng, iu this sheltered scene of lettered talk, 
'ith sober step repeat the pemrive walk, 
or scorn, when graver triflings fail to pleas^ 

The cheap amusements of a mind at esse ; 

Lud many an idle hour — not idly passed. 

Ko tuneful echoes, amhusiied at my gato. 
Catch the blest accents of the wise and great. 
Vain of its various page, no Album breathes 
The sigh that Friendship or the Muse bequeaths. 
Yet some good Genii o'er my hearth preside. 
Oft the far friend, with secret spell, to guide ; 
And there I trace, when the grey evening tours, 
A silent chronicle of happier hours I 

When Christmas revels in a world of snow. 
And bids her berries blush, her carols flow. 
His spangling shower when Frost the wizard flings; 
Or, home in ether blue, on viewless wings, 
O'er the while pane his silveiy foliage weaves, 
And gems with icicles the sheltering eaves ; 



El HudiiB ajiDVft 4ep[cm cUdlt. 
Flerumque - , — Hor. 
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The motley groupa Chat faithful 

When %irmg bursta forth in bloBaoma thro' the 
And her wild music thumphB on the gale, [vale. 
Oft with my book I muse from Btila to Btile ;' 
Oft in my porch the liatless noon beguile, 
Fnuning loose numbers, till declining day 
Thro' the green trellis ^oots a crimson ray ; 
Till the West-Kind leads on the twilight hours. 
And shakes the fragrant bells of closing flowers. 

Nor bo«t, O Choisy, seat of soft dehght. 
The secret charm of thy Tolaptuous night. 
Vain IB the blaze of wealth, the pomp of power 1 
Lo, here, attendant on the shadowy hour. 
Thy closet-supper, served by han<^ unseen. 
Sheds, like an evening-star, its ray serene. 
To hail our coming. Nut a step profane 
Dares, with rude sound, the cheerful rile restrain ; 
And, while the frugal banquet glows revealed. 
Pure and unbought'— the natives of my field ; 
While blushing fruits thro' scattered leaves 

Still clad in bloom, and veiled in azure light ; — 
With wine, aa rich in years as Horice ^ngs. 
With water, clear as lus own fountain fUngs, 
The shifting side-board plays its humbler part^ 
Beyond the triumphs of^a Loriot's art. 

Thus, in this calm recess, so richly fraught 
With mental light, and luxury of thought. 
My life steals on ; (0 could it blend with thine !) 
Gutless my course, yet not without design. 
So thro' the vales of Loire the bee-hives glide, 
The light raft dropping with the silent tide ; 
"a, till the laugliing scenes are lost in nighl. 



. The 



lauglimg scenes ar „ . 

lusy people wmg their various ffight. 



imbered sweets from : 
That scent the vineyard in its purple hours. 

Rise, ere the watch-relieving clarions play, 
Caught through St. James's groves at blush of day ; 
Ere its full voice the choral anthem flin^ 
Thro' trophjed tombs of heroes and of kings. 
Haste to the tranquil shade of learned ease, « 
Tho' skilled alike 



The' 



■b gay ac 









tfOT thy shut door be passed ^ 

If, when this roof shall know thy friend no more. 
Some, formed like thee, should once, like thee, ex- 
Invoke the lares of his loved retreat, [ploro ; 
And his lone walks iniprint with pilgrim-feet ; 
Then be it said, (as, vain of better ikys. 
Some grey domestic prompts the partial praise) 
" Unknown he hved, unenvied, not unblest ; 
Beason his guide, and Happiness his guest. 
In the clear mirror of his moral page. 
We trace the mannera of a purer age. 
His soul, with tliirst of genuine glory fraught. 
Scorned the false lustre of licentious thought. 
— One f^ asylum from the world he knew. 
One chosen seat, that charms with various view I 



u dellclu dDolamqiw quleleni. 



Who boaita of more (believe the serious strain) 
Sighs for a home, and sighs, alas I in vain. 
Thro' each he rotes, the tenant of a day. 
And, with die swallow, wings the year away I " 




Iraw mjseir into ILe vldonary worlds of art i 
mem with sblning laadKspes, glided triumph!, 
taces, and all thois other object! that fill the 

narkable tliat Antony, In hl» adverritj, pagtvd 
9 ic a small tint aplwdid letnot, whioh ho called 
ilniD, and rram which might originate llie idea 
rialan Boudoir, that favourlto apartment, oi Vtnt 
pour Hre ieu/,mait ot Von tu bov^e poihl.— 
. xvll. Plot. In Vit. Anton. 



The dlnlng-room l! dedloited to Omvlvlalttj ; or, a* 
Cicero •omowhero eipmsog 11, " CoiomunltatI Tlt» atquo 
vlctOi.' TfanvwewlBlimonfOrtluKKlotyofoaihisidii 
and. pra-hapa, in tliolr aboiaDe, moat roqulro (heir portraits. 
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tuH aedecvla, qu 



haba ml3 Imagine Arietot«]l>. aedera, 

get that Dryden dreir InapIiUfoQ rrDm 
tbe ''m^JaatlofLCfl" ofShakapeare^ andtfaataportraLtof 

be chamber ot a man of geii[UB vq 



Wiieh ffatkert rmnd the Wife (tftvtm Tongue, 
Quia taDUa Don landat etglDrietnrtaOBpIlibuBpexcli 
Petnreh.— Spertare, eld nihil aliui, cattt Juval^^Homi 
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hlB light from me cslUng_.£ii. k 72fi. 


And haioa the ■' Btanr lumps" of smion. Ihiit 


.... from the mhed roof 
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JACQUELINE. 



TwjU AntamD ; tliTo' PioveDee lud eeaaed 
The vintage, and the Tintage-feaat. 
The son had set bebind the hill. 
The moon wm op, and all vas Btill, 

And frwn the Conveofa neighbouring tower 
The clock had tolled the midDight-hour, 
When Jacqueline cune forth uone. 
Her kerchief o'er her traasee thrown ; 
A guilty thing and full of fean. 
Yet ah, ho« lovely in her teaj:a I 
She atula, and what hut caught her eye I 
What — but her shadow gliding by! 
She Btope, she pants ; with Itpe apart 
She lialenH — to her beating heart 1 
Then, thro' the acantj urchard stealing. 
The elustoring boughs her track concealing, 
She flies, nor casta a thought behind, 
But gives her (errors to the wind ; 
Flies from her home, the humble sphere 
Of all her joye and sorrows here. 
Her iathei^e house of mountain-Btone, 
And by a mountain-vine o'ergrown. 
At such an hour in such a night. 
So calm, so clear, so heavenly bright. 
Who would have seen, and not confessed 
It lookM as all within »er« blestt 
What will not woman, when she loves I 
Yet lost, alas I who can restore her I — 
She lifUi the latch, the wicket moves ; 
And no* the world is all before her. 

Up rose St. Pierre, when morning shone ; 
— And Jacqueline, his child, was gone t 
Oh what the madd'nine thought that came! 
Dishonour coupled wim his name 1 
By Cond£ at Rocroy he stood ; 
By Turenne, when the Rhine nn blood. 
Two banners of Castile he gave 
AloFt in Kotre Dame to wave ; 
Nor did thy croes, St. Louis, rest 
Upon a purer, nobler breast. 
He slung his old sword by his «de. 
And snatched his staff and rushed to save ; 
Then sunk — and on his threshold cried, 
" Oh lay me in my grave I 
.— ConstanFc ! Claudine ! where were ye then ! 
But stand not there. Away t away I 



Thou, Frederic, by thy father stay. 
Though old, and now forgot of men. 
Both must not leave liini in a day." 
Then, and he shook his hoary h«d, 
" Unhappy in thy youth t " he said. 
" Call as thou wilt, thou call's! in vun 
oice send* back thy name again, 
onni is all thou bast to do ; 
Thy pky-male lost, and teacher too." 
And who but she could soothe the b- 



Long o'er lus pillow hong and 
And, as she passed her father's door. 
She stood as she would stir no more. 
But she is gone, and gone for ever ! 
No, never shall they oUap her — never ! 
They ait and listen to their fears ; 
And he, who thro' the breach had led 
Over the dying and the dead. 
Shakes if a cricket's cry he heara I 

Oh I she was good as she was (kir. 
None — none on earth above her I 
thought as angels are. 



Toll 






IS to love her 



When little, and here; 
'eryg. 






gladness ; 
And, as she grew, her modest gi&ce. 
Her downcast look 'twas heaven to trace. 
When, shading with her hand her Cu», 
She half inchned to sadness. 
Her voice, wbate'er she said, enchanted ; 
Like music to the heart it went. 
And her dark eyes—how eloquent ! 
Ask what they would, 'twas granted. 
Her iather loved her as his fame ; 
— And Ba)»rd's self had done the same ! 

Soon as the sun the glittering pane 
On the red floor in diamonds threw. 
His songs she sung and sung again, 
Till the last light withdrew. 
Every day, and all day long, 
He mused or slumbered to a song. 
But she is d(«d to him, to all I 
Her lute hangs ailent on the wall ; 
And on the stairs, and at the door 
Her faii^-slep is he&cd no mora I 
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At eveiy meal an empty chair 


St Pierre sat by, nor saw nor smiled. 


Telte him that she is not there; 


She, who would lead him where he went. 


But every leaf wsa turned in vain. 


Chann with her converee wbUe he leant; 


Then in that horn' remorse he felt. 


Or, hovering, every wish prevent ; 


And hia heart told him he hod dealt 


At eve light up the chimney-nook. 


Unkindly with Us child. 


Lay'there hie gUns within hia book ; 


A father may awhile refuse ; 


And that email cheet of curioua mould. 


But who can for anothei- diuse t 


(Queen Mab'a, peichanee, in daya of old,) 

Tusk ofelephant and gold; 

Which, when a tale is long, dispenses 


When her young blushes had revealed | 




Why promise what her tears denied. 


11a fragrant dust to drowsy senses. 


TJiat ahe should be De Couroy'a bride 1 


In her who niourneil not, when they nuased her. 




The old a. child, the young a slater I 


O'er Nature play the tyrant's part. 


No more the orphu. runs to take 


And with the band compel the hearti 


From her loved hand the barley-eake. 


Oh rather, r»ther hope to bind 


No more the matron b the school 


The ocean-wave, the mountain-wind i 


Expects her in the hour of rule, 


Or fix thy foot upon the ground 
To stop the phmet rolling round. 


To Mt amid the elfin brood. 


Pnuaing the buay and the good. 


The light waa on hU face ; and thero 


The widow trima her hearth in Tain. 


She cornea nol_nor will come again. 


Like clouds across the faee ofHeaven. 


Not now, his little leaaon done. 


With Frederic blowing hubblee in the sun ; 


Now he sighed heavily ; and now. 




His hand withdrawing from hia brow, 


(Some Blory of the days of old, 

Barbe Bleue or Chaperon Rouge half-told 


He shut the volume with a frown, 


To walk his troubled spirit down : 


To him who would not be denied ;) 


—When (faithful aa that dog of yore* 


Not now, to while an hour away. 


Who wagged his tail and could no more) 


Gone to the faUfl in Valombri, 


Manchon, who long had snufi'ed the ground. 


Where 'tis night at noon of day ; 
Nor wandering up and down the wood. 


And sought and sought but never found. 


Leapt up and to the oaaement flew. 


To all but her a BoUtude, 


And looked and barked, and vanished thro'. 


Where once a wild deer, wild no mor^ 




Her cbaplet on hia antlers wore. 


Her little brother Uugbing cried. 


And at her bidding stood. 


" I know her by her kirtle green, 








Now turning by the traveller's seat,— 




Now resting in the hermit's cave,— 


The day was in the golden west; 


Now kneeling, where the pathwaya meet. 




To the cross on the stranger's grave. 


And, by the soldier's cloak, I know 


In Jacqueline'a deserted bower; 


(There, there along the ridge they go) 
D'Arcy so gentle and so brave ! 


The doves— that still would at her caaenent 


peck. 


Look up— why will you BOtl" he cries. 


And in her walks had eve» fluttered round 


His rosy hands before hie eyes : 


With purple feet and shining neck, 
Tnio sa the echo to (he sound. 




The sun shone out, aa loth to leave. 




« See— to the rugged rock ahe cliuza ! 


Half open io the western breeze. 


She calla, she faints, and D'Arey springa ; 




D'Accysodeartons,l«all; 


Thy wild and mulbeny-shaded dell. 


Who, for you told me on your knee, 


Round which the Alps of Piedmont rose. 


When in the fight be saw you fall. 
Saved yon for Jacqueline and mel" 


The blush of aunset on their snows : 


While, blithe aa lark on summer-rooni. 




Wlien green and yellow waves the com. 
When harebells blow in every grove. 
And thrushes aing - I h>vo I llovel"' 
Within (so soon the early rain 
Scatters, and 'tis fair again ; 
Though many a drop may yet be seen 
To ten us where a cloud haa been) 
Within lay Frederic, o'er and o'er 
Building castles on the floor. 
And feigning, as they grew in aixa, 
Ne.trS.blSandnew*dange«! ' 
With dimpled cheeka and llnghing eyes. 


And true it was 1 And tree the tale 1 
When did she sue, and not prevail ) 


Five years before— it waa the night 


That on the village-green they parted. 
The lilied bannera streaming bright 
O'er maids and mothers bn^en-heartcd ; 


The drum— it drowned the last adini, . 

When D'Arcy f^m the crowd she drew. 

« One charge 1 have and one alone. 

Nor that refuse to talie. 

My father— if not for his own. 

Oh for his daughter's sake 1" 


1 QmlMdo-Iouno! Io»»!--T««. 


•Arpm. 
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Inly he Toned — 'twu all he eould ; 
And went uid sealed it with his blood. 
Nor cui JO wonder. When a child. 
And in her pUyfulneeB she aniiled. 
Up many a ladiler-pBith i be guided 
Wheie meteor-like the chamois gl'<l^> 
Thro' numj a misty grove. 
They loveif— but under Friendship's luune; 
And Reason, Vtrtiie hnned the fuinie, 
Till, in their houses Discord came, 
And 'twas a crime to love. 
Then what was Jacqueline to dot 
Her fiither's angry bonn she knew. 
And when to soothe, and when persuade ; 
Bat now her path De Courcy croased. 
Led by his falcon through the glade — 
Ho turned, beheld, adnured the maid ; 
And all her little arts were lost 1 
De Coiircy, Lord of Argentiere I 
Thy poverty, thy pride, St. Pierre, 
Thy tbizst for vengeance sought the snare. 
The day was named, the guests invited ; 
The bride-groom, at the gate, alighted ; 
When Dp the windmgs of the dell, 
A pastoral pipe was beard to swell. 
And lo, an humble Piedmontese, 
Whose music might a lady please. 
This message thro' the lattice bore, 
(She listened, and her trembling fiamo 
Told her at once from whom it came) 
" Oh let us fly— to part no more 1" 



That mom ('twas in Sle.. Julienne's cell, 

Aa at Sla. Juhenne'a sacred well 

Their dream of love began) 

That morn, ere many a star was set. 

Their hands had on the altar met 

Before the holy man. 

— And now. her atrengtb, her courage spent, 

And more than half a, penitent. 

She <;omes along the path she went. 

And now the village gleams at last ; 

The woods, Che golden msadows passed, 

Where, when Toulouse, thy splendoor shone. 

The Troubadour would journey on 

Transported — or, from grove to grove. 

Framing some roundelay of love. 

Wander till the daywae gone. 

« All will be well, my Jacquelinet 

Oh tremble not— but trust in ma. 

The Good are better made by 111, 

As odoum crushed are sweeter still ; 

And gloomy as thy past has been. 

Bright shaU thy future be !" 

So saying, thro' the fragrant shade 

Gently along he led the maid. 

While Manchon round and round her played ; 

And, aa that silent glen they leave, 

Where by the spring the pitchers stand. 

Where ^ow-worms light their httle lamps at ei 

And fairies revel as in faiiy-laud, 

iWhen Lubin calls, and Blanche steals round, 
ler finger on her lip, to see ; 
And many an aoom-cup is found 
Under the greenwood tree) 
From every cot above, below, 

I Called In the language of the muntr; Pai-di-rEclitIi 
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The housewife's prayer, the grandam's blasaiqg I 

Girls thatadjast their locks of jet, 

And look and look and linger yet^ 

The lovely bride caressing; 

Babes that bad learnt to lisp her name, 

And heroefl be had led to fame. 

But what felt D'Arcy, when at length 
Her father's gate was open flung! 
Ah, then he found a giant's strength; 
I For round him, us for life, she clung 1 
And when, her fit of weeping o'er. 
Onward they moved a little space. 
And saw an old man sitting at the door, 
Saw his wan cheek, and sunken eye 
That seemed to gaze on vacancy, 

sight of that beloved face, 

ill upon bis neck she flew ; 

Bul^— not encouraged — bact she drew, 

:mbling stood in dread suspense, 

rs her only eloquence t 
All, all — the while — an awful distance beeping ; 

'Arcy, who nor speaks nor stirs ; 

e, his little hand in hers. 
Who weeps to see bis sister weeping. 
Then Jacqueline the silence broke. 
She clasped her father's kneee and spoke^ 
Her brother kneeling too ; 
While D'Arcy as before looked on. 
The' from his manly cheek was gone 
Its natural hue. 

" His prftises from your lips I heard. 
Till my fond heart was won ; 
And, u in aught his Sire has erred. 
Oh turn not from the Son '. — 
She, whom iu joy, in grief you nursed ; 
Who climbed and called you &tber firet. 
By that dear name conjures — 
On her you thought — but to be kind I 
When looked she up, but y 
These things, for r — '" "" 



u inclined 1 



Obu 



le&om 



Two kneeling at your feet behold ; 
One — one how young ;— nor yet the other old. 
Oh apum them not — nor look so cold — 
If Jacqueline be cast away. 
Her bridal be her dying day. 
— Well, well might she believe in joa ! 
She listened, and she found it true." 
He shook his aged locks of snow ; 
And twice he turned, and rose to go. 

are and smiles lugether came I 
« Oh no— begone ! I'll hear no more." 
But, as ho spoke, his voice relented. 
" That very look thy mother wore 
When she implored, and old Le Roc consented. 
True, I have danc as well as suffered wrong. 
Yet stm I love him as my own ; 

sr canst thou, D'Arey, feel resentment long ; 
For she herself shall plead, and I atone. 
Henceforth," he paused awhile, unmanned. 
Fur D'Aroy'a tears bedewed his hand ; 
" Let each meet each as friend to friend. 
All ^ings by all foi^t, forgiven. 
And that dear Saint — may she once more 

To make our home a heaven I — 
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But now, in mj hands, jour's with her'a nnite. 
A father's blesHng; an jour heads ahght ! 
. . . Nor let de least be seut away. 
All hearts shall slug ' Adieu to sorrocr I' 
St. Pierre has found his child to-day ; 
And old and young shall dance to-morrow." 

Had Louis ' then before the goto dismounted, 

Loat in the chase at set of sun ; 

Like Henry when he heard recounted' 

The generous deeds himself had done, 

(What time the miller's maid Colette 

Sung, while he supped, her chansonnette) 

Then— wh«i St. Fiecre addressed hie village-trun. 

Then had the monarch with a sigh confe^ed 

A joy by him unsought and unposseeaed, 

—Without it what are all the rest t— 

To love, and to be loved again. 



ODE TO SOPERSIITION,' 



That little i 



irld, tt 



< noblest powers to impotence. 
Wake the lion's loudest roar. 
Clot his shaggy mane with gore. 
With flashing fury bid his eye-halla shine ; 
Meek is his saTRge, sullen soul, ta thine ! 
Thy touch, thy deadening touch has steeled the 

Whence, thro' her AprU-sho*er,Boft Pity smiled; 
Has closed the heart each godlike Tirlue blessed. 
To all the silent pleadings of hia child.* 
At thy command he plants the dajraer deep. 
At thjcommand exults, tfao' Nature bids him weep ! 

1.2. 
When, with a tnva that froze the peopled earth*, 
Thou dartedst thy huge head from high, . 
Night waved her banners o'er the eky. 
And, brooding, gave her shapeless shadows birth. 
Rocking on the billowy air. 
Ha ! what withering phantoms glare I 
As blows the blast with many a sudden swell. 
At each dead pause, what shrill-toned voices yell t 
The ^eeCed spectre, rising from the tomb. 
Points to the murderer's stab, and shudders by ; 
In every grove is felt a heavier gloom, 
That veils its genius from the vulgar eye : 
The spirit of the wat«r rides the storm, 
And, thro' the mist, reveals tlie terroiB of hia form. 



O'er solid seas, where Winter rdgns. 
And holds each mountain-wave in chains, 
The fur-clad savage, ere he guides his deer 
By glistering star-light thro' the snow. 
Breathes softly in her wondering ear 
Each potent apeU thou bad'st him know. 

'Alluding (oapopularHtorrrBlBt«dDfH(Di7 the Four 
ufFniHX; limilulD onn tt "Tlie Kiof and Hillarof 



By thee inspired, on India's sands. 
Full in the sun the Bramin stands ; 

And, while tlie panting Uarees hies 

To quench her fever in the stream. 

His spirit laughs in agonies, 
Smit by the scorchings of the noontide beam, 

Mark who mounts the sacred pyre,* 

Blooming in her bridal vest ; 
She hurls the torch I she ians the fire 1 
To die is to be blest : 

She clasps her lord to part no mora. 

And, ^hing, sinks I but wnks to soar. 

O'ershadowing Suotia's desert coast, 

The Sisters sail in dusky state,' 

And, wiapt in clouds, in tempests tost. 
Weave the aiiry web of Fate ; 
While the tone shepherd, near the shipless main,< 
Sees o'er her hills advance the long-drawn funeral 



Was 



And at its base the trembling nations bowed. 
Giant KiTOr, darkly grand, 
Grasped the globe with iron hand. 
Circled with seats of bliss, the Lord of L^ht 
Saw prostrate worlds adore his golden heigat. 
The statue, waking with immortal powers^ 
Springs from its parent earth, and shakes the 

The indignant pyramid sublimely towers, 
And braves the efforts of a host of years. 
Sweet Music breathes her soul into the wind ; 
And bright-eyed Painting stamps tlie image of 

the mind. 

IL2. 
Round the rude ark old Egypt's soreererB rise ! 

A timbrelled anthem swells the gale. 

And bids the God of Thunders hail ; '" 
With lowmgs loud the captive God replies. 

Qouda of incense woo thy smile. 

Scaly monarch of the Nile 1 ' ' 
But ah I what myriads claim the bended knee ! > 
Go count the busy drops tliat swell the sea. 
Proud land ! what eye can trace thy mystic lore. 
Locked up in characters as dark as night I^* 
What cyclhoae long, loDg labyrinths dare ciplore," 
To which Ihc parted soul oft wings her flight ; 
Again to visit her cold cell of clay. 
Corned with perennial sweets, and smiling at 

decay 1 

II. 3. 

On yon hoar summit, mildly bright i> 

Wifli purple ether's liquid light, 
High o'er the world, the white-robed Magi gaze 



• Mn. II. ITS, An. 1° The bull, ifia. 

iiTheCroimdils. 

I" AooonllDg lo an Buoient provBrb, It wu !«■ difBcull 
□ Egypt to Snd a goi than a man. 

I'The Hleragln>1>iQB. " The CataMmhi 

>ltan, or slHloeB. 'thej •aniflce on tlie tops of the higbeet 
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On dazzling burets of beavenly fire ; 
Start at each blue, portfintouB blaze, 
Eacll flame that flits with adverae spire. 
But Bay, what sounds my ear invade 
From Delphi's veneiable shade I 
The temple rocks, the laurel waves I 
" The God t the God I " the Sibyl cries. ■ 
Her figure swells I she foams, she raves I 
Her figure avells to more than mortal size I 
Streams of rapture roll along. 
Silver notes ascend ^e skies : 
Wake, Echo, wake and catch the song. 
Oh catch it, ere it dies I 
The Sibyl speaks, the dream is o'er. 
The huly haniinas charm no more. 
Id vain she checks the God's controul ; 
His madding apirit fills her frame, 
Aiid moulds the features of her soulf 
Breathing a prophetic fiame. 
Tike cavern frowns ; its hundred mouths unclose T 
And^inthe thunder's voice, the fate ofempireflowa! 

III. 1. 
Hona, thv Druid-rites avake the dead I 

Bitee thy brown oaks would never dare 
Even whisper to the idle air ; 
Rites that have chained old Ocean on his bed. 

Shivered by tby piercing glance, 

Pointlesn falls the hero's £ince. 
Thy magic bids the imperial eagle fiy,* 
And blasts the laureate wreath of victory. 
Hark, the bard's soul inapirea tlie vocal atping ! 
At eveiy pause dread SQeuce hovers o'er: 
While murky Night sails round on raven-wmg. 
Deepening Che tempest's howl, the torrent's roar ; 
Chased by the Morn from Snowdon's awful brow. 
Where late she sate and scowled on the blact wave 

in. 2. 
Lo, steel-clad War his gorgeous standard rears 1 
"" ' cross squadrons madly rage,' 



Andm 



vthro 



I age; 



Then kiss the sacred dust and melt in tears. 
Veiling from the eye of day, 
Penance dreams her life away ; 

In cloistered solitude she sits and «ghs, 

While from each shrine still, small responses rise. 
Hear with what heart-felt beat, the midnight bell 
Swings its slow summons thro' the hollow pile 1 
The weak, wan votarist leaves her twilight cell. 
To walk, with taper dim, the winding aisle ; 
With choral chantings vainly to aspire [fire. 

Beyond this nether sphere, on Rapture's wing of 

111. 3. 

Lord of each pang the nerves can feel, 
Hence with the rack and reeking whaeL- 
Faith lifts the soul above this little ball 1 
While gleams of glory open round, 
And circling choirs of angels call. 
Canst thou, with all thy terrors crowned, 
Hope lo obscure that latent spark, 
Destiaed to shine when sans are dark I 
Thy triumphs cease I ^iro' every land, 
Harki Truth proclaims, thy triumphs oeaae! 



Her heavenly form, with glowing hand. 
Benignly points to piety and peace. 
Flnshed with youth, her looks impart 

Each fine feeling as it llows ; 
Her voice the echo of a heart 

Pure as the mountun-snows : 
Celestial lr»nsports round her play. 
And softly, sweetly die away. 
She smiles ! and where is now the eload 
That blackened o'er thy baleful reign I 
Grim darkness furls his leaden shroud, 

Shrinking from her glance in vain. 
Her touch unlocks the day-spring from above. 
And lo 1 it visits man with beams of light and love. 



MRa. SIDIX)NS.< 
Yes, 'tis the pulse of life 1 my fears were vain ; 
I wake, I bn«the, and am myself again. 
Still in this nether world ; no seraph yet L 
Nor walks my spirit, when the sun is set. 
With troubled step to hannt the fatal board, 
Where I died last— by poison or the sword j 
Blanching each honest cheek with deeds of night. 
Done here so oB, by dim and doubtful %ht. 

To drop all metaphor, that little bell 
Called back reality, and broke the spelL 
No heroine claims your tears with tragic tone ; 
A very woman — scarce restrains her own I 
Con she, with fiction, charm the cheated mind. 
When to be grateful is the part assigned 1 
Ah, no 1 she scorns the trappings of her Art ; 
No theme but truth, no prompter but the heart ! 

But, Lsdiea, say, must I alone unmaskt 
Is here no other actress, let me ask. 
BeUeve me, those, who best the heart dissect. 
Know every Woman studies stage-efiect. 
She moulds her manners to the part she fills. 
As Instinct teaches, or as Humour wills ; 
And, as the grave or gay her talent calls. 
Acts in the drama, till the curtain falls. 

First, how her little breast with triumph swell^ 
When the red coral rings its golden bells ! 
To play in pantomime is thou the fogr. 
Along the carpet's many-coloured stage ; 
Or lisp her merry thoughts with loud endeavouT, 
Now here, now there,— in noise and mischief ever ! 

A school-girl next, she curls her hair in papers. 
And mimics father's gout, and mother's vapours ; 
Discards her doll, bribes Betty for romances ; 
Playful at church, and serious when she dances ; 
Tramples alike on customs and on toes, 
And whispers all she hears to ail she knows ; 
Terror of caps, and wigs, and sober notions! 
A romp I that hngeit of perpetual motions '. 
— Till tamed and tortured into foreign graces, 
She sports her lovely face at public places ; 
And with blue, laughing eyes, behind her fan, 
First acts her part with that great actor, mih. 

Too soon a flirt, approach her and she flies '. 
Frowns when pursued, and, when entreated, sighs I 
Plays with unhappy men as cats with mice ; 
Till bding beauty hints tJie late advice. 
Her prudence dictates what her pride disd^ed. 
An il now she sues to slaves herself had chained I 



MlSCELLANEOUa 



Then cornea (h&i rood old character, a Wife, 
With all the dear, distracting cKten o! life ; 
A thousaod cards a day at doors to leave. 
And, in return, a thousand cards receive ; 
Kouge high, play deep, to lead the Ion aspire. 
With niRhtly blaze set Portlano-placs on fire ; 
Snatch half a glimpse at Concert, Opera, Ball, 
A meteor, traced by Done, tho^ seen by all ; 
And, when her shattered nerves forbid to roam. 
In very spleen — rehearse the girls at home. 

lisst the grey Dowager, in ancient flounces. 
With snuff and spectacles the age denounces ; 
Baa£ts how the Sires of this degenerate Isle 
Knelt for a look, and duelled far a smile. 
The scourge and ridicule of Goth and Vandal, 
Her tea ahe eweeteaa, as she sips, with scandal; 
With modern Belles eternal wirtuv wages. 
Like her own birds that clamour from their cages ; 
And shuffles round to bear her tale to all. 
Like some old Ruin, " nodding to its fsll I *' 

ihinB WOHAR makes her entrance and her exit; 
Not least an actress when she least euepects it. 
Yet Nature oft peeps out and mars the plot. 
Each lesson lost, each poor pretence forgot ; 
Full oft, with energy that scorns controol. 
At once lights up me features of the soul ; 
Unlocks each thought chained down by coward Art, 
And to full day the latent passions start I 
— And she, who<K first, best wish is your applause. 
Herself exemplifies the truth she draws. 
Bom on the stue — thro' every shifting scene. 
Obscure or bright, tempestuous or serene, 
Still has your smile her trembling spirit fired I 
And can she act, with thoughts hke these inspired t 
Thin from her mind all artifice she flings. 
All skill, all practice, now unmeaning thiugs! 
To you, nncbecked, each genuine feeling flows ; 
For all that life endears — to you she owes. 



ON . . ASLEEP. 

d dreajn of Heavi 
Tho' shut so close thy laughiu) 
Thy rosy tips still wear a amili 
And move, and breathe delicio 

Ah, n. 









What most I wish— oud fear to Imow. 

She starts, she trembles, and she weeps I 
Her fsjr hands folded on her breast. 
■ — And now, how like a sunt she sleeps 1 
A seraph in the realms of rest I 

Sle^ on secure I Abore contronl. 

Thy thoughts belong to Heaven and thee ! 

And may the secret of thy soul 
Remain within its sanctuary [ 



FHOM A OREGK 1 
Whils on the cliff with calm delight she kneels. 
And the blue vales a thousand joys recall, 
See, to the last, last verge her infant steals 1 
O fl^yet s«r not, speak not, lest it fall. 

Far better taught, she lays her bosom bare, 
And the foud boy springs back to nestle there. 



FROM EUttlPIDEB. 
Tbkre is a sti«&mlel issuing from a ro^. 
The village-girls singing wild madrigals, 
"' their white vestmenls " 



And hang them to the sun. There first 1 saw' her . 
There on that day. Her dark and eloquent ema 
'TwBs heaven to look upon ; and her sweet voice 
As tuneable ss harp of many strings. 
At ODcB spoke joy and sadness to ray soul 1 

Dear is that valley to the murmuring bees ; 
And all, who know it, come and come again. 
The email birds build there ; aud, at summer-noon, 
Oft have I heard a child, gay among flowers. 
As in the shining grass she sale concealed. 
Sing to herself. . . . . 



FROM AN ITALIAN BOWKET. 
Love, under Friendship's vesture white, 
Laogha, his little limbs concealing ; 
And oft in sport, and oft in spite, 
Like Pity meets the dazzled sight. 
Smiles thro' his tears revealing. 

But now as Rage the God appears ! 
He frowns, and tempests shake his frame 1- 
Frowning, or smiling, or in tears, 
Tis Love ; and Love is still the same. 



A CHAJlACTEEt. 

As thro' the hedge-row shade the violet steals, 
And the sweet au* its modest leaf reveals ; 
Her softer charms, but by their mfluence known. 
Surprise all hearts, and mould them to her own. 



CAFTrviTY. 
CiOED in old woods, whose reverend echoes wake 
When the hem screams along the distant lake. 
Her little heart oft fluttere to be free, 
OR sighs to turn the unrelenting key. 
In vain I the nurse that rusted reUc wears. 
Nor moved by gold — nor to bo moved by tears ; 
And terraced walls their black reflection Ihtow 
On the green-mantled moat that sleeps below. 



fVRrTTBN AT MIDNiaHT. 

Wbile thro' the broken pane the tempest sighs. 
And my step falten on the Guthless floor. 
Shades of departed joys aronnd me rise. 
With many a face that smiles on me no more ; 
With many a voice that thrills of transport gave. 
Now riloDt as the grass that tufla their grave I 



A FAREWELL. 



' Onck more, enehantiog maid, adisn t 
I must be gone while yet I may. 
Oft shall I weep t« thmkofyou; 
But here I will not, cannot stay. 



C'.OO^t^lC 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



The aweet expnadon of that &ce. 
For «Ter ch&nging, yat tbe suae. 
Ah no, I dare not taia to trace — 
It meUa mjr aoai, it fires 1117 frame [ 

Yet rive me, give me. ere I go, 
One Uttle lock of thow so bteet, 
That lend your cheek a wanner glow, 
And on your white neck love to rest. 

— Say, when, to kindle »oft delight. 
That hand has chanced with mine to me 
How could its tbrilluig touch excite 
A lUgh eo ghert and yet bo sweet I 



A long, a long adien I 
itill, methinka, yoQ frown 01 
ir could I fly &am you. 



The Sailor Mgha as aiuks his native share. 
As all its lewening turrets blnely &de ; 
He elimba the nuat to feast his eye once more. 
And bosy fancy Tondly lends her aid. 

Aht now, each dear, domestic scene he knew. 
Recalled and cheriahed in a foreign clime, 
Charms with the ma^c of a moon-hght view ; 
Its coloDiB mcUowed, not impaired, by time. 

True as the needle, homeward points his heart. 
Thro' all the horrors of the stormy main ; 
TbiM, the last wish tbM would with life depart. 
To meet the smile of her he loves agun. 

When Horn first fiuntly draws her silver line, 
Or Eve's grey cloud descends to drink the wave ; 
When sea and sky in midnight-darknesa join. 
Still, still he sees the parting look she gave. 

Her gentle spirit, lightly hovering o'er, 
Alt^ds lus httle bark from pole to pole ; 
And, when the beating billows round him roar, 
Wbiapers sweet hope to soothe bis troubled souL 
Carved is her name in many a spicy grove. 
In many a plantain-forest, waving wide 1 
Where dusky youths in painted plumage rove. 
And ^ant palms o'er-arch the golden tide. 
But lo, at last he comes with crowded sail I 
Lo, o'er the cliff what eager figures bend ! 
And hark, what mingled mnrmnrs swell the gale I 
In each he hears the welcomfr^of a ^iend. 

— "Pis she, 'tis she hcoself I she waves her hand I 
Soon is the anchor cast^ the canvas furled ; 
Soon thro' the whitening surge he springs to land. 
And olaq>s the mud he ringled from the worid. 



Tbcns of a Giant now 00 more ! 
Once did thy limbs to heaven aspire; 
Once, by a track untried before. 
Strike as resolving to explore 
^ Realms of infernal lire.' 

1 Kad<« In Tsrlara tendik— Vina. 



Round thee, alas, no shadows move ! 
From thee nO sacred munnura breathe I 
Yet within thee, thyself a grove. 
Once did the eagle scrc&m above, 
And the wolf howl beneath. 

There once the stsel-dad knight reclined. 
His sable plumage tempest-tiHsed ; 
And, as the death-bell smote the wind, 
From towers long fled by hmnan kind, 
His brow the hero crossed t 



full many a pathway crossed the green ; 
And maids and shepherd-youthB were se 
To celebrate the Hay. 



Father of many a forest deep. 
Whence many a navy thundei 
Erst in thy acom-cells asleep, 
Soon destined o'er t' 
Opening new aphi 



sc deep, 
thunder-fTaught I 



Of human aaorifice 1 

Thy ainged lop and branches bare 
Now straggle in the evening-aky ; 
And the nan moon wheela round to glare 
On the long corse that shiveis there 



TO TWO BBTEHa' 



Changed is that lovely countenance, which shed 
Light when she spoke ; and kindled aweet Bir- 

prise. 
As o or her frame each wann emotion spread, 
Flayed round her lips, uid sparkled in her eyes. 

Those hpe so pure, that moved but to persuade. 
Still lo the last enlivened and endeared ; 
Those eyea at once her secret sonl conveyed. 
And ever beamed delight when you app^ired. 

Yet has she Bed the life of bliss below. 



And now in joy she dwells, m glorj moves ! 
(61017 nnd joy reserved for you to share ;) 
Far, far more blest in blessing those she love 
Than they, alas ! unconscious of her care. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



Os ! tliBt the Chemist's magic art 
Could crjrstallize this Hocred treasure 1 
Long sliDuld it glitter near my heart, 
A secret source of pensive pleasure. 

The httte brilliant, ere it fell, 
Its lustre caught from Chlob's eye ; 
Then, trembling, left its coral cell — 
The apriog of Senubility ! 



Hore calmly clear, more mildiy bright, 
Than any gem that gilds the mine. 

Benign restorer of the soul I 
Who ever fly'st W bring relief. 
When flrst we feel the rude coniroul 
Of Love or Pity, Joy or Grief. 

The sage's and the poet's theme. 
In every dime, in eveiy age ; 
Thoa charm'st in Fancy's idle dream. 
In Beason's philasophic p^e. 

That very law' which moulds a tear. 
And bids it trickle from its source. 
That law preaervrs the earth a, sphere, 
And guides the planets in their course. 



TO A VOICE THAT HAD BEEN LOST.* 

Vaoe. quid affeotu fadem mOii ponere. plotor ? 

AItIb si lingua lum fills ; 

Et. al Til Blmilsm plnge», plage aHium..- AuMnnie, 

Orce more. Enchantress of the soul. 
Once more we hail thy soft controul. 
—Yet whither, whither didst thou fly I 
To what bright r^on of the sky 1 
Say, hi what distant star to dwell I 
(Of other worlds thou seem'st to tell) 
Or trembling, fluttering here below, 
Resolved and unresolved to go. 
In secret didst thou still impart 
Thy rapturea to the pure in heart ! 

Thee, in his t^e, the Tempest boi-e ; 
Thy brohen murmurs swept along, 
'Mid Echoes yet untuned by song ; 
Arnsted in the realms of Frost, 
Or in the wilds of Ether lost. 

Far happier thou 1 'twas thine to soar. 
Careering on the winged wind : 
Thy triomphs who ahkO dare explore ) 
Snns and their systems left behind. 
No tract of space, no distant star, 
' No shock of elements at war, 
Did thee detain. Th; win| of fire 
Bore thee amid the Cherub-choir ; 
And there awhile to thee 'twas given 
Once more thai Voice^ beloved to join. 
Which taught thee flrst a flight divine. 
And nursed thy infant years with many a si 
from Heaven I 



THE BOY OP EOREIHONS 

" Sit what remains whan Hope is fled f 

She answered, " Endless weepmg 1" 
For in the herdsman's eye she read 
Who in his shroud lay deeping. 

At Embsay rung the matin-t>e11, 
Tlie stag was roused on Barden-fell ; 
The mingled sounds were swelling, dying. 
And down the Wharfe a hem was flying ; 
When near the cabin in the wood, 

u-lan clad and forest-green, 
With hound In leash and hawk in hood, 
The boy of Egremond was seen.' 
Blithe wa« hia sone, a song of yore ; 
But where the rook is rent in two. 
And the river rushes through, 
His voice was heard no more ! 
'Twas but a step ! the gulf he passed { 
But that step— it was his last 1 
As through the mist he winged his way, 
' & cloud that hovers night and day,) 
he hound hung back, and bock ho drew 
The Master and his merlin too. 
That narrew place of noise and strife 
Received their little ^1 of Life I 

There now the matin-beU is rung ; 
The « Miserere 1" duly sung ; 
And holy men in cowl and hood 
Are wandering up and down the wood. 
But what avail thoy ! Ruthless Lord, 
Thou didst not shudder when the sword 
Here on the young its fuiy spent. 
The helpless and the innocenL 
Sit now and answer groan for groan. 
The child before thee is thy own. 
And she who wildly wanders there, 
The mother in her long despair, 
Shalt oft remind thee, waking, sleeping. 
Of those who by the Wharfe were weeping ; 
Of those rfio would not be consoled 
When red with blood the river rolled. 



A BICK CBAJUBER. 



There, m (hat bed so closely curtained round. 
Worn to a shade, and wan with slow, decay, 
A father sleeps I Oh hushed be every sound 1 
Soft may we breathe the midnight hours away 1 



—yet still he sleeps. May heavenly 



And OQ the hearth the glimmering rush-light die«. 




Wlisrfedala_eee 



HiaCELLANEOUS. 



Ah I little thonglil she, when, with wild delight, 
By mttDj a lorreat^B Bhinuig track aha ilew, 
Wbeii mounUin-glenB uid nvems full of night 
O'er her young mind divine enchuitmsnt threw, 
Th*t in her Tein* * Becret horror slept, 
ThM her lij;ht fooCstepi ahonld be heard no more. 
That rtie ahonld die— nor watched, alas I nor wejJt 
By thee, uaconecioiu of the paoga ahe bore. 
Yet Tonnd her couch indnlgent Fancy drew 
The kindred forma her doeing eye required. 
There didat thou atajid—there, with the amile ahe 

knew; 
She moved her lipe lo bless Ihee, and expired. 
And cow to thee ahe cornea ; Mill, atill the Bvai« 
Aa in the hoora gone unregarded by I 
To thee, how changed, cornea aa ahe ever came ; 
Health on her cheek, and pleasure in her eye t 
Nor leae, leea oft, aa on that day, appeara. 
When Itngeriog, aa prophetic of the truth. 
By the way-wde ahe shed her parting tear! — 
For ever lore^ in the Ught of Youth 1 



TO A FRIEND ON H 



i HARRIAOB. 



Oh thee, bleat youth, a btfaer*! hand coofen 
Tlie maid thy earliest, fondest wiilies knew. ' 
Each Boft enchantment of the soul is here ; 
Thine be the joys to firm attachment due. 



IB the choice. 
Spare the fine tremors of Iter feeling frame ! 
To thee ahe turns — forgive a virgin a lenra I 
To thee ahe .tuma with surest, t^dereat claim ; 
WeAkneas that charms, reluctance that endeAra ; 
At each response the sacred rite requirea. 
From her full bosom bursts the uohidden aigh. 
A atrange mysterioua awe the acene inapireg ; 
And on her ups the trembling accents die. 
O'er her (air hce what wild emotions pUy 1 
What lights and ahades in aweet confusion blraid ! 
Soon shall they fiy, glad harbingera of d^. 
And settled sunshine on her Bonl descend I 

Ah soon, thine own oonfeat, ecstatic thought 1 
That haodahall atrew thy amnmer-path with flowera ; 
And thoae bhie eytB, with mildest lustre fraught. 
Gild the calm current of domestic hours ! 



TO THE T0UN0B8T DAITOHTER OF LADJ 
Ah I why with tell-tale tongue reveal' 
What most her blusbee would conceal t 
Why lift that modeat veil to trace 
The seiaph-sweetoeea of her face I 



Some bjrer, better sport prefer ; 
And feel for ua, if not for her. 

For this presumption, soon or lal«. 
Know thine shall be a kindred fate. 
Another shall in vengeance ris» — 
Sing Harriet's cheeks, and Harrist's eyes 
And, echoing back her wood-notes wild, 
—Trace all the mothsr in the child 1 



IBS AIJ<B AT DAT-BREAK. 
Tbe sun-beams sb^eak the ttzure akies. 
And line with light the moun^n'a hrow : 
With hounds and homa the huntera rise. 
And chase the roebuck thro' the snow. 
From rock to rock, with giant-bound. 
High on their iron poles they paaa ; 
Hute, lest the air, convulacd by sound. 
Rend (him above a frozen mass. 
The goats wind slow their wonted way, 
1^ crsggy steeps and ridgea rude ; 
k^ked by the wild wolf for his prey. 
Prom desert cave or hanging ivood. 

And while the torrent thunders loud. 
And as the echoing cliSs reply. 
The huts peep o'er the morning-cloud. 
Perched, like an eagle's nest, on high. 



Go — yon may call it madness, folly ; 

You shall not chase my gloom away 1 
Thenra such a charm m melancholy, 
1 would not, if I could, be gay. 
Oh, if you knew the pennve {deaaure 
That nlla my bosom when 1 sigh. 
You would not rob me of a treatiura 
Monardia are too poor to buy. 



THE FRAGMENT OF A BTATUE OF HERCULES, 

And dost thou still, thou mass ot breathing stone, 
(Thy giant limbs to night and chaoa hurled) 
StiQ sit as on the fragment of a world ; 
Surviiiog all, majestic and alone 1 
What tho' the Spirits of the North, that swept 
Rome from the earth, when in her pomp she slept, 
Smote thee with fury, and thy headlesB trunk 
Deep in Che dust 'mid tower and temple sunk ; 
Soon to subdue mankind 'twas thine to tise. 
Still, still nnquellcd thy glorious energiee 1 
Aspiring minds, with Utee conversing, caughti 
Bright revelationa of the Good they aought ; 
By thee that long-lost spell' in aecret given. 
To dnw down Crods, and lift the soul to Heaven t 



Ange1o> Rapluel, and tb 
HllBlu^]entepjeTanlon tlieOaldisnTi 



, where It was plsocd ij 
il of the arU, Hictaiel 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



Mine be a, cot beeide the hOI ; 
A b«e-hive'e bum abuH 900th my ear ; 
A willowy Ijrook, that turns a mill. 
With Dmrxy a fall shall lioger near. . 

The swallow, oft, heneath my thatch. 
Shall twitWr from her elay-built neat ; 
Oft shall the pilgriiD lift ^e latch, 
And share my meal, a welcome guest. 

■ Around my ivy'd porch shall spring 
Each fragrant flower that drinks Che dew 
And Lucy, at her wheel, shall «Dg 
In niaset gown and apron blue. 

The village-ohHrch, among the trees, 
. Where first our marriage-vows were give 
With merry peala shall swell the breeze, 
And point with taper spiie to heaven. 



When hy the green-wood side, at summer eve 
Poetic viMons charm my closing eye ; 
And Wry-scenea, that fancy loves to weave, 
Shift to wild notes of sweetest minstrelsv ; 
Tis thine to range in busy quest of prey, 
Thy feathery antlers quivering wi ji delight. 
Brush from ray lids ^e hues of heaven away 
And all U Solitude, and all is Night! 
— Ah now thy barbed shaft, relentless fly, 
Unsheaths ita tenors in Che sultry air! 
No guardian sylph, in golden pfluoplj, 
Lifts the broad shield,and pomta the glitteringspe 
Now near aod nearer rudi thy whirring wrags. 
Thy dragon.8cales still wet with human gore. 
Hfljk, thy shrill horn its fearful lamra flings I 
—1 wake in horror, and dare sleep no more 1 



AN EPITAPH ON A HOBlN-REDBHEASr.i 
Tbrad lightly here; for here, 'tis sud, 
When piping winds are hushed around, 
\ small note wakes from noderground, 

there now his tiny bones are laid. 

fo more in lone and leafless' groves. 
With ruffled wing and faded breast. 
His friendless, homelese spirit roves ; 
—Gone to the world where birds are blest! 
Where never cat glides o'er the green. 
Or sehool-boy's giant forra is seen ; 
But Love, aod Joy, and sraiUng Spring 
Inspire thdr little souls to sing J 



AN ITALIAN BONG. 
Dkas is my little native vale, 
The ling-dove builds and murmurs there ; 
Close by my cot she Cells her tale 
To every passing villager. 
The squirrel leaps from tree to tree, 
And shells his nuts at liberty. 



In orange-groves and mynle-bowera, 
That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 
I charm the feiry-fooCed hours 
With ray loved lute's romantic sound ; 
Or crowns of living laurel weave. 
For those that wm the race at eve. 
The shepherd's horn at break of day. 
The ballet danced in twilight glade, 
The canzonet and roundelay 
Song in the silent greenwood shade ; 
These sunple joys, that never fail, 
ShaU bind me to mv native vale. 



TO THE BCTTBRFLY. ' 
Child of the bud ! pursue thy rapturous flight. 
Mingling with her thou lov'sC in fields of light ; 
And, where the flowers of Paradise unfold. 
Quaff fragrant nectar From their cops of gold. 
There shall thy wings, rich as an evening-sky. 
Expand and shut with silent eestacyl 
—Yet wert thou once a worm, a thing that crept 
On the^bare earthrthen wrought a tomb and slept. 
And such is man ; soon from his cell of clay 
To bnist a seraph in the blaze of day. 



B HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND, 



fOgOB^ 



Blcb was the loch, the clouds w 
Ben-Loraond in his glory shone. 
When, LuBs, I left thee ; when the breeze 
Bore me from thy silver sands. 
Thy Idrk-yard wall araong the trees. 
Where, grey with age, the dial stands ! 
That dial so well-known to me ! 
— Tho' many a shadow it had shed. 



wlthtliee 



Belov 

The legend on the stone was read. 

The faiiT-isles fled br away ; 
That with its woods and uplands green. 
Where shepherd-huts are diraly seen. 
And songs are heard at close of day ; 
That too, the deer's wild covert, fled. 
And that, the asylum of the de^ : . 
While, as the boat went merrily. 
Much of Rob Boi the boat-man told ; 
His arm that fell below his knee, 
His caCtle-ford and mountain-hold. 

Tarbat,' thy shore I climbed at last ; 
And, thy shady region passed. 
Upon another shore I stood, 
' - ^ looked upon another flood ; ■ 
^■„t Ocean's self I ('Tie He who fills 
^^t vast and awful depth ofhills;) 
■WSare many an elf was playing rotmd. 
Who treads unshod his classic ground ; 
And speaks, his native rocks among. 
As FiNQiL spoke, and Osstih sung. 
Night fell ; and dartc and darker grew 



That 

The sea-bird rustling, wailing by. 






ftew; 
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And now Ibe grampiu, half-descried. 

Black and hoge ibore Uie tide ; 

The ditb &nd promoDtoriea there. 

Front to front, and browl and bare ; 

Eucb hsjonA each, with giant-reet 

Advancing aa in haate to meet ; 

The shattered fbrtresB, whence &b Dane 

Blew his shrill bla^ nor nisbed in Tain, 

Tyrant of the drear domain ; 

All into miduight-Hhadow sweep — 

When day Bpringa upward from the deep I ■ 

Kindling the wsteis in its Sight, 

The prow wakes splendour ; and the oar. 

That loee and fell unseen before, , 

Flaahee in a sea oflight 1 

Glad sign, and sure 1 for now we hail 

Tb; flowers, Glenfinnart, in the gale ; 

And bright indeed the path should be. 

That leads to Frieodahip and Co Thee 1 

Oh bleet retreat and sacred too [ 
Sacred aa when the bell of prti.yei, 
Tolled dulj on the desert air. 
And crosses decked Ihy summits blue. 
Oft, like some loTed romantic taje, 
Oft shall my weary mind recall, 
Amid the hum and stir of men. 
Thy beechen grove and waterfall. 
Thy ferr^ witn its glidine sail. 
And Her— the Lady oT^e Glen I 



AN INBCRIFTIOK 

Whate'er (hou art, who wouldat altay thy thiiM, 
Drink and be glad. This cistern of while stone, 
Atcbed, and o'erwiought with many a sacred 

This iron cop chained for the general use. 
And tliese rude Beats of earth within the grove. 
Were given by Fatihi. Borne hence a bride, 
Twas here she turned from her beloved aire. 
To see his faoe no more. ■ Oh, if thou ixriM, 
PTia not far ofF) visit his tomb with flowers ; 
And wiA a dn^ of this sweet w. ' 



MISCELLAtfEOUa 




reverence. There are those within, 

Whose dwellingplace is Heaven. DaughtersofJove 
From them flow all the decencies of life ; 
Without them nothing pleases. Virtue's self 
Admir«d not loved : andthose on whom Tbey smile, 
Great though tliey be, and wise, and ixaaixbil, 
Shine forth with double lostre. • 



WKITTBN IN 

I«a4. 
Wkll, when her day is over, be It sdd 
That, though a speck on the terrestrial globe. 
Found with long search and in a moment kal. 
She made herself a name — a nanae to live 
While science, eloquence, and song divine. 
And wisdom, in self-government displayed. 
And valour, euch as only in the Free, 
Shall among men be honoured. 

Was covered with her aula ; In every port 

Her language spoken ; and, where'er you went, 

Exploring, to the east or to the west. 

Even to Uie riung or the setting day. 
Her arts and laws and institutes were there. 
Moving with silent and majestic mareb. 
Onward and onward, where no pathway was ; 
There her adventurous sons, like those of old, 
Foonding vast empirea • — anpires in their turn 
Destined to diine thro' many a distant age 
With ton-lifce qilendour. 

Wondrous was her wealth, 
The world itself her wjUi ng tributary ; 
Yet, to aecompEsh wHRher soul desired. 
All was as noUung ; and the mightiest kings. 
Each in his bonr of strife exhausted, tijlen, 
Drfiw strength from Her, their coffers from her own 
Filled to o'erflowing. When her fleets of war 
Had swept the main ; when not an adverse prow, 
From pole to pole, far as the sea-bird flies. 
Ruffled the tide ; and they themeelvee were gone, 
Gone from the eyee and from the minds of men, 
Thtdr droidftil errands so entirely done — 
Up rose her armies ; on the land they stood, 
Feoriess, erect ; and in an instant smoto 
Him vrith his l^ons. ■ 

Yet ere long 'twu hera. 
Great as her triomphs, to eclipse them all. 
To do what none had done, none had conceived, 



^ North America Bpeakiforltsaif; uidso Indeed mi^wt f 
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To toil and toil, alas, how hopelesslj. 
Herself in bonds, for ign unredeemed — 
As witb a god-like ener^ she Hpruiig, 
All else forgot, and, burdened aa she was, 
Bansomed me AirieuL 



AN INSCSIPIION. 

IS". 

Tkkb are the groTea t, gr&teful people gave 
For DOblett toriee ; ana from ^ to age, 
Mj^ (key, to such as come with liBtening ear, 
Relate tbe atoty ! Sacred Is their shade ; 
Sacred the caKn the; bnathe — oh, how nnlike 
V/hat in tiie field twas his so long to know ; 
Where many a mournful, many an anxioaB though^ 
Troubling, perpleiing, on his w^ry mind 
Preyed, ere to arms the monung-tnunpet called ; 
Where, till ^e work was done and daikncee fell. 
Blood ran like water, and, go where thou wouldst, 
Dmth in thy path-way met thee, face to lace. 

For on, remrdless of himeelf, He went ', 
And, bj DO uiange elated or depresaed. 
Fought, till he won the' impeririiable wreath. 
Leading the ccnquerorB captiye ; on he went, 
Bating nor heart nor hope, whoe'er opposed ; 
The greatest warriors, in their turn, appearing ; 
The bat that mme, the greatest of them all — 
One scattering fear, as bom but to subdue. 
And, even in rout, in ruin, seatteiing fear j 
So long, till warred on by the elements. 
Invincible ; the mightieet of the earth ! 

When such the service, what the recompense I 
What waa not due to him if he survived I 
Yet, it I err not^ a renown aa fair. 
And Urer still/awaij^ him at home ; 
When in his place, day after day, he stood, 
Tbe par^-zeal, that round him raged, restraining ; 
I — His not to rest, while his the itrength to serve. 



REFLECTIONS. 
Hai> to the last ie but a &oward child ; 
So e^ier for the future, oome what nuy, 
And to the present so insensible [ 
Oh, if he conld in all things as he would, 
Yeais would as days and home as momentB be ; 
He would, BO reelleea is his n)irit her^ 
Give wings to Time, and wish hit life away I 

Tm heart, they say, is wiser than the schools ; 
And well tbey may. All that is great in thought, 
That strikes at once as with electric fire, 
And lifts us, as it were, from earth to heaven, 
, Comes from the heart ; and who confesses not 
Its voice as sacred, nay almost divine, 
When inly it declaree on what we do, 
Blaming, approving 1 Let an erring world 
Judge as it will, we care not while we stand 
Acquitted there ; and oft^ when elonda on elond^ 
Compass us ronud and not a track appears. 
Oft is an upright heart the surest guide. 
Sorer and beHer than the subtlest head ; 
Still with its silent counsels ibro' tbe dark 
Onwaid and onward leading. 



Say, mnst he know remorse t must Paaaon come, 
Passion in all or any of its shapes, 
To cloud and sully what is now so pure ! 
Yes, come it must. For who, alas t has lived, 
Nor in the watches of the night recalled 
Words he has wished unsaid and deeds undone 1 
Yea, come' it must. But if, as we may hope. 
He leams-ere long to discipline his mind. 
And onward goes, humbly and cheerfully. 
Assisting them that faint, weak though he be. 
And in his trying hours trusting In God — 
Fair as he is, he shaU be fairer still ; ' 
For what was Innocence will then be Tirtue. 

Oh, if the selfish knew how much they lost. 
What would tiiey not endeavour, not endure. 
To imitate, as ^ as in them lay. 
Him who his wisdom and his power employs 
In making others happy 1 

WRITTEN AT DBOFMORE. 
Jidy, IS3I. 

GnEnvtLUE, to thee my gratitude is due 

For many an hour of studious musing here. 

For many a day-dream, Bucb as hovered round 

Hafiz, or Sadi ; thro' the golden East, 

Search where we would, no fairer bowers than these. 

Thine own creation ; where, called forth by thee, 

" Flowers worthy of Paradise, with rich inlay, 

Broider the ground," and every mountain-pine 

Elsewhere unseen (his birth-place in the clouds. 

His kindred sweeping with majestic march 

From chfT to cliff along the snowy ridge 

Of Caucasus, or nearer yet the Moon) 

Breathes heavenly music. — Yet much more I owe 

For what so few, alas ! can hope to share. 

Thy converse ; when, among diy booka reclined. 

Or in thy garden-chair that wheels its course 

Slowly and silently thro' son and sliade, 

Thou speak'st, as ever thou art wont to do. 

In the calm temper of philosophy ; 

— Still to del^ht, instruct, whate'er the theme. 



WKETTEN IN JULY, 

GitEt, thou bast a^ed, and well, the sacred Cause 
That Hampden, Sydney died for. Thou hast stood, 
Scorning all thought of Self, from first to last. 
Among the foremost in that glorious field ; 
From first to last ; and, ardent as thou art. 
Held on with equal step as best became 
A lofty mind, loftiest when most assailed ; 
Never, though galled by many a barbed shaft, 
By many a bitter taunt Gram friend and foe. 
Swerving, nor ehrinkine. Happy in thy Youth, 
Thy Youth tbe dawu of a long summer-day ; 
But in thy Age still happier ; thine to earn 
The gratitude of millions yet nnboni ; 
Thine to conduct, through w^s how difficult, 
A mighty people in their march aublime 
From Good to Better. Great thy recompenct. 
When in their eyes thou read'st what thouhast done; 
And may'at thou long enjoy it ; may'st thou long 
Preserve for them what stUl they claim as theirs. 
That generous fervour and pure eloquence. 



THE VOYAGE OF COLUMBUS. 



WRITTEN IN WEBTMINBTER ABBEY.) 
Oolober 10, iao& 
WaOE'Eft thoa art, approsch, and, with a sigfa, 
Mark wliere the Bmall remaina of GreatceBa lie.> 
There gleepe the dust of FOX fdr erer gone ; 
How near the Pl&ce where laie his glofy shone '. 
And, tho' no more ascends the voice affrayer, 
Tho' the last footstepa cease to linger there. 
Still, Uke an awful Dream tliat comes again, 
Alaa, at best, as transient and bb vatn. 
Still do 1 see (while tliro' the vaults of night 
The funeral-song once more proclaims the rite) 
The moving Pomp aloag tho shadowy aisle. 
That, like a Darkne«i, filled the solemn Pile i 
The illustrious line, that in long order led, 
CH'thoee,that loved Him living, mourned Himdead; 
Of those the Few, that for llieir Country stood 
Round Him who dared be aingularly good ; 
AU, of ail ranks, that claimed him for their own ; 
And nothing wanting — but Himself alone I ' 

Ob say, of Him now rests there but a name ; 
Wont, as He was, to breathe ethereal flame 1 
Friend of the Absent, Gruardian of the Dead ! 
Who but would here their sacred Borrows shed t 

I After ttie funsra] of the Right Hsu. Cb^u.d Jahu 
Foi. 
■ VeneE voir kepeu qui nou4 note da taut degrandaiir,&e. 



(Such IB He shed on Nelson's closing grase ; 
I How soon to claim the sympathy He gave '.) 
Id Him, resentful of aoother'a wrong, 
The dumb were eloquent, the feeble strong. 
Trntb from his lips a charm celestial drew — 
Ah, who BO mighty and so gentle too t 

What tho^ witJi War the madding Nations rung, 
" Peace," when He spoke, was ever on his tongue I 
Amid the frowns of Power, the trieks of State, 
Fearless, resolved, and negligently great 1 
In vain malignant vapours gathered round ; 
He walked, erect, on consecrated ground. 
The clouds, that rise t« quench the Orb of day, 
Keflcct its spiendonr, and dissolve away 1 

When in retreat He laid his thunder by. 
For lettered ease and calm Philosophy, 
Blest were his hours within the silent grove. 
Where still his god-like Spirit deigns to rove t 
Blest by the orphan's smile, the widow^B prayer. 
For many a deed, long done in seci^t there. 
There shone his lamp on Homer's hallowed page. 
There, listening, sate the hero and the sage ) 
And tiiey, by virtue and by blood allied, 
Whom most He loved, and in whose arms He 
died. 

Frieud of all Human-kiiid ! not here alone 
(The voice, that speaks, was not to Thee unknown) 
Wilt Then be niiHed.---0'er every land and sea 
Lode, long shall England be tevered in Thee I 
Am^when the Storm is hushed — in distant years — 
Foes on thy grave shall meet^ and mingle tears ! 



THE VOYAGE OF COLUMBUS. 



PREFACE. 

TSKMIowingPoem (ar,tA speak moreproperly, 
what remains of it *) has here and there a lyrical 
turn of thonght and eipression. It Is sudden in 
its transitions, and full of historical allusions; 
leaving much to be imagined by the reader. 

The subject is a voyage the most memorable in 
the annals of mankind. Columbus was a person of 
eitraordbary virtue and piety, acting under the 
sense of a Divine impulse ; and his achievement the 
discovery of a New World, the inhabitants of 
which were shut out &om the light of Revelation, 
and given up, as they believed, (o the dominion of 
malignant spirits. 

< The Original In tho CaatUiuD language, accordjug to 



Many of the inuidents will now be thonght extra- 
vagant ; yet they were once perhaps received with 
somethinp; moro than indulgence. It was an age 
of miracles ; and who can say that among ^e 
venerable legends in the library of the Escurial, 
or the more anthentic records which fill the n*eat 
chamber in the Arehivo of Simsncas, and ^ich 
relate entirely to the deep tragedy of America, ^ 
there are no volumes that mention the marvelloiu 
things here described 1 Indeed the story, as already 
told throughout Europe, admits of no heightening. 
Such was the religious enthuslastn of Uie earW 
writers, that the Author had only to transfuse it 
into his verse ; and he appears to have done little 
more ; though some of the circumstances, which 
he alludes to as well-known, have long ceased to 
be so. By uung the language of that day, he has 
called up Columbus " in his habit as he lived ;" 
and the authorities, such as exist, are carefully 
given hy the Translator. 



THE VOYAGE OF C0LOMBU8. 



nctSCRIBED ON THE OWaraAl MANTJSCBIPT, 
Unclisf me. Stranger ; and uafold, 
With trembtiDg care, my leaves of gold, 
Tiieti in eothic portraiture — 
If yet, alas, a leaf endure. 

In IUbida's monastic fane 
I cannot ask, and ask in vun. 
The language of Cisxiii I speat ; 
'Mid many an Arab, many a Greek, 
Old in Che days of Chirlehiin ; 
When minstrel-muaic wandered round, 
Ajid Scieace, waking, bleBsed the Bound. 

No earthly thought baa here a place. 
The cowl let down on every face ; 
Yet here, in conaecrated dust. 
Here would I sleep, if sleep I must. 
From Genoa when Coivubvs came, 
(At ODCB her glory and her gbame) 
'Twas here he caught the holy flame. 
'Twas here the generons tow be made ; 
His banners on the altar laid. 

"Here tempest-vom and desolate ■ 
A Pilot, journeying thro' the wild, 
Stopt Iki solicit at the rate 
A pittance for his child. 
'Twaa here, unknowing and nnknowa, 
He stood upon the threshold -alone. 
Bat hope waa hia — a failh sublime, 
That triumphs orer place and time ; 
And here, his mighty talwur done. 
And his conrse of gloiy ran. 
Awhile as more than man he stood. 
So large the debt of gratitude 1 

One hallowed mom, methought, I felt 
As if a soni within me dwelt I 
Bat who arose and gave to me 
The sacred tmst I keep far thee, 
And in hia cell at even-tide 
Knelt before the cross and died — 
Inquire not now. His name no more 
Ghmmers on the chancel-floor. 
Near the lights thut ever shine 
Before St. Mari's bleaaed shrine. 

To me one httle hour devote, 
And lay tby staff and scrip beside thee ; 
Read in the temper that he wrote, 
And may his gentJe spirit guide thee I 
My leaves forsake me, one by one ; 
The boot(-worm thro' and thro' has gone. 
Oh haste — unclasp me, and unfold j 
The tale within was never Cold ! 
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PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 

Thsbb is a a[ririt in the old Spanish Chnmiclcrs 
of the sixteenth century that may be compared to 
the freshneBB of water at the fouatain-head. Their 
aimplicity, their sensibility to the etrange and the 
wonderful, their very weaknesses give an iniimte 
value, by giving a lue and a character to every 
thmg they tAncb; and their religion, which tmratg 
out eveiywbere, addresses itself to the imagina- 
tion in the highest degree. If they err, their 
errors are not their own. They thmk and feel 
after the fashion of the tiroe; and their narratives 
are so many mnvuig pictures of the actions, 
manners, and though" of their contempo- 

What they had to communicate, might well 
make them eloquent ; but, inaamuch as relates to 
Colambtis, the Inspiration went no farther. No 
National Poem appeared on the subject ; no 
CamoEns did honour Co hia Genins and his Virtues. 
Yet the materials, that have descended to us, are 
surely not unpoetical ; and a desire to avail my- 
self of them, to convey in some inalancea as far as 
I couEd, in others as tar as I dared, their warmth 
of colouring and wildness of imagery, led me to 
conceive the idea of a Poem' written not long after 
his death, when the great consequences of the 
Discovery were beginning tfl nnfold themselves, 
but while the minds of men were atill chnging to 
the superstitions of their others. 

The £vent here described may be thou^t loo 
recent for the Machinery ; bnt I found ^lem to- 
gether. * A belief in the agency of Evil Spirits 
prevailed over both hemispheres ; and even yet 
seema almost necessary to enable us to clear up 
the Darkness, 
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au Coupon, 4c. 

Sat who, when age on ue hid rolled away, 
And still, M 8onk the goldea Or1] of daj, 
The Beamen watched him, wlule he lingered here. 
With tohaj a wish to follow, many a, fear. 
And nzed and gazed and wondered whore he went, 
So tev;ht his path, bo gloriooB hie deeoent, 
Who fbst sdientured — In his birth obscnre. 
Yet bom to build a Fame that should endure,! 
Who the great secret of the Deep possessed. 
And issumg through the portals of the West, 
Fearless, resolved, with every sail nnfoi^ed. 
Planted his standard on the Unknown World t 
Him, by the Paynim bard descried of yore. 
And el^ his coming snog on either shore, 
Hun, err, the birth of Time by Hearen deengned 
To lift the fell that eoyered half mankind, 

None can exalt 

Ye^ ere I die, I would (iiUil my tow ; 
Praise cannot wound his generous spirit now. 



'Twas night. The Moon, o'er the wide wave, 
disclosed 
Her awfnl face ; and Nature's self reposed ; 
When, slowly rising in the azure sky. 
Three white sails shone — but to no mortal eye, 
Entering a boundless sea. In slnmber cast. 
The very ship-boy, on the dizzy mast. 
Half breathed his orisons ! Alone unchanged, - 
Calmly, beneath, the great Commander ^ ranged. 
Thoughtful not sad ; and, as the planet grew. 
His noble form, wrapt in his mantle blue. 
Athwart the deck a deepening shadow threw. 
"Thee hath it pleased— Thy will be done I" he 
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Then sought his cabin ; and, their gaimeDts spread, 
Aromid him lay the sleeping as the dead. 
When, by bis lamp to that mysterious Guide,* 
On whose still coDnsels all hia hopes relied, 
That Oracle to man in mercy given. 
Whose voice is truth, whose wisdom U from heaven 
Who over sanda and seas directs the stray, 
And, as with God's own Buger, points the way. 
He tamed ; but what strange thoughlH per|>l«ed 

his soul. 
When, lo, no more attracted to the Pole, 
The Compass, fiutbless as the nreling vane. 
Fluttered and fixed, fluttered and flied again ! 
At length, as by some unseen Hand imprest. 
It sought with trembling energy the West I s 
"Ah no I" he cried, and cahnedhis onidouB brow. 
" III, nor the signs of ill, 'tis thine to show ; 
Thine but to le^ me where I wished to go I" 
CoLuKEira erred not.* In that awful hour. 
Sent forth to save, and girt with God-like power. 
And glorious as the regent of the sun," 
An Angel came I He spoke, and it was done! 
He spoke, and, at his call, a mighty Wind,' 
Not like the fitful blast^ with fury blind. 
But deep, majestic, in its destined course. 
Sprung with unerring, unrelenting force, 
FromthebrightEast Tidesdulyebbedandflowedi 
Stars rose and set ; and new horizons gtowed ; 
Yet still it blew ! As with primeval sway 
Still did its ample spirit, night and day. 
Move on the waters ! — All, resigned to Fate, 
Folded their arms and sale ;s and seemed to vut 
Some sudden change; and songht^ in chill suspense. 
New spheres of heme, and new modes of sense ; 
As men departing, ^ugh not doomed to i&e. 
And midway on Uieir passi^ to eternity. 
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CANTO II. 

IV Vonagi centlmad. 
1 Wakt ttat fouDdations m (he Abysa ue there, 
Ab of ft former world t Ib it not where 
A-n^jmc Unga their barbftroua pomp displayed ; 
Sunk into dttrkneSB wilh the nalnw ihey swajred. 
When tovera and temples, thro' tbe cloeing wave, 
A glinunering raj of ancient splendoar gave — 

And we shall restwit^ them Or are we thrown" 

(Each gazed on each, and all eKcLumed as one] 
" Where tilings familiar cease and etraoge begin, 
All progress barred to those without, within 1 
— Soon IB the doubt resolyed. Arise, behold— 
We stop to stir no more ... nor will the tftle be told." 

The pilot smote his breast ; (he watchman cried 
" Land 1 " and his Toice in laltering accents died.' 
At once the fary of the prow was quelled ; 
And (whence or wbyfroin many an age withheld)* 
Shrietra, not of men, were mingling in tbe blast ; 
And armed shapes of god-like stature passed! 
Slowly along the eremng sky they went, 
Aa on the ^ee of some vast battlement ; 
Helmet and Miield, and spear and gonfalon 
Streaming a baleful light that was not of the nn I 

Long &om the stem the great Adienturer gazed 
With BWe not fear ; then high bis hands be raised. 
" Thou All-supreme - - - in goodness as in 

Who, from his birth -to this eventful boor, 

Hast led thy aervant over land and sea,* 

Confessing Tbee in all, and all in Thee, 

Oh still " — He spoke, and lo, the charm accnrst 

Fled whence it came, and the broad barrier buret '. 

A vam illusion I (such as mocks the eyes 

Of fearful men, when mountains round them rise 

From less than notbing) nothing now beheld. 

But scattered sedge — repelling, and repelled I 

And once again that valiant company 
Sight onward came, ploughing the Unknown Sea. . 
Already borne beyond the range of thought. 
With Light divine, with Tnith InunortJ fraught. 
From world to world their steady course they 

keep,* 
Swift as the winds along tbe waters sweep, 
'Mid tbe mnte nations of tbe purple deep. 
— And now the sound of horpy-winga they hear; 
Now less and less, as vanishing in fear I 
And Bee, tbe heavens bow down, tbe waters rise. 
And, riBing, shoot in columns (cthe skies,' 
That stand— and still, when they proceed, retire, 
As in the Desert burned tbe sacred fire ; 
Moving in silent majesty, till Night 
Descends, and shuts the vision from their sight. 
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< JUSE. ChTiatophorcflTtled Christ i>VfT the deep waten. 

[in. o. 1. 
t WBtanpanti Bee Bdnstdi'i History of the West 



An AaemNn nfSvasplriU. 

jed my cloth o! 
In my spring-time, when 
With hawk and honnd I coonied away tbe h< 
Or sung my roundelay in lady's bower. 
And ttio' my world be now a narrow cell, 
(Ttenoanced for ever all I loved so weU) 
Tho' now my bead be bald, my feet be bare. 
And scarce my knees sust^ my book of prajBTj 
Oh I was there, one of that gallant erew. 
And saw — and wondered whence his Power He 



Then uninstructed But my sand is 

And the Night coming - - - and my Task not 

Twas in tho deep, inuneaaarable cave 
Of Ahdes ', echoing to tbe Southern wave, 
'Mid pillars of Basalt, the work of fire. 
That, giant-Uke, to upper day aspire, 
'Twas there that now, as wont in heaven to shine. 
Forms of angelic mould and grace divine 
Assembled. All, exiled the realms of Teat, 
In vain the sadness of their souls supjHVesed ; 
Yet of their glory many a scattered ray 
Shot thro* the gathering shadows of decay. 
Each moved a God ; and all, as Gods, posseesed 
One half the globe ; from pole to pole confcaeed ' I 



Tfainr numbers, their hemic deeds rehearse I 
These in dim shrines and bariiarous symbols reign. 
Where Plita and Makiqnon meet the Main >. 
Those the wild hunter worships as he roves, 
In tbe greeo shade of Chili's fragrant graves ; 
Or warrior-tribes with rites of blood implore. 
Whose nigbt-ftres gleam along tbe sullen shore 
Of HimoN or OsrAaio, inland seaa '", 
What IJme the song of death is in the breeze t 

'Twas now in dismal pomp and order doe. 
While the vast concave flashed with lightnings blue. 
On shining pavements of metaUic ore. 
That many an age the fusing salphur bore. 
They held high council. AU was silence ronnd 
When, with a viuce most sweet yet most pro- 

A sovereign Spirit burst the gates of night. 
And from his wings of gold shook drops of lipoid 
light! 



leaded tlwlr days in 




' OdAb. yet conftand later.— HuiDH. 

pas d'en ttre let esolavH. et de \m hoooter plus que te 
sraad Eqirit. qnt de Bs nature eetboiL—LAriTAU, 

■ Riven of BonDiJkmeilu. IbelioDlllsionwilh tlie tide 
hu (lie «ffect of a tempest. 

'" laies of Nortb Amerioa Hnron iisbove a thonBna 
miles in cfrcumfercDce. Ontario rwoiyee the walfirs td 
the Niagara, bo fuooiu tor it« falls ; and dLtcharies itself 
Into the Atlantic by the ijver St Lawreace. 
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MoBtOK, eomnusatoiied irith his host to sweep 
From age to age the melancholy deep ! 
Chief of the Zkmt, whom the lalea obeyed, 
Bf Ocean aerered &om a world of shade ^ 
I. 
" Pfepare, agun prepare," 
Thus o'ec the soul the thrilling accents came, 
" Thrones to resign for lakee of living flame, 

And triumph for despair. 
He, on whose call afflieling thunders wait. 

Has willed it ; and his will ia fate 1 
In nin the legions, emulous to sare. 

Hung in Sie tempest o'er the troobled main ' ; 
Turned each preBuroptuoua prow that broke the 



What might; banueia stream in the bright track 
J J [ofdaj! 

" No voice as erst shall in the desert rise ; 

Nor andent, dread solemnities 

With scorn of death the trembling tribes ingpiie. 

Wreaths for the Conqneror'a brow the victhns bind I 

Yet, tho' we fled yon firmament of Are, 

Still shall we fly, all hope of rule redgnedt" 



CANTO IV. 
Tki Vtnage ctmtmtitd. 
" An, why look back, tho' all is left bebind t 
No sounds of life are stirring in the wind. — 
And you, ye birds, winging your passt^ home. 
How blest ye ve ! — We know not where we roam. 
We go," they cried, " go to return no more ; 
Nor ours, alaa, the traiiBport to explore 
A human footstep on a desart ehore I " 

— Stitl, as beyond this morlal life impelled 
B; some mysterious energy, lie held 
His everlasljng course. Still self-possessed. 
High on the deck He stood, disdaiuing rest) 
(His amber chain the only badge he bore. 
His mantle blue such aa hia !a.tiieTs woi^) 
Fathomed, with Bearching hand, the dark profound, 
And scattered hope and glad s^urancc round ; 
Tho', like some strange portentous dream, the Past 
Still hovered, and the cloudless sky o'ereast. 

At day-break might the Caravels ' be seen. 
Chasing their shadows o'er the deep serene ; 
Their bumiahed prows lashed by the sparkling 

Their green-cross standards waving far and wide. 
And now once more to better thoughts inclined. 
The sea-man, mounting, clamoured in the wiud. 
The soldier told his tales of love and war ; 
The courtier sung — sung to his gay guiUr- 
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Round, at Primero, gate a whiskered band ; 
So Fortune smiled, careless of sea or land < 1 
LeOS, MosTiLViN, (serving eiAe by side ; 
Two with one soul — and, as they hved, they died) 
TascO the brave, thrice found among the abin, 
Thrice, and how soon, up and in arms again, 
As Boon to wish he had been sought in vain, 
Chained down in Fez, beneath the bitter thong. 
To the hanl bench and heavy oar so long ! 
Albebt of Florence, who, at twiiight-time, 
In my rapt ear poured Dakte's tragic rhyme, 
Screened by the sail as near the mast we lay. 
Our nights illumined by the ocean-spray; 
And MInfrbd, who espoused with jewelled ring 
Young IsiBBL, then left her sorrowing : 
Lekha ' the generous,' Aiili 'the proud ';' 
VBi,*SiiIiEZ, GiBCH, thro' the echoing crowd 
Traced by their mirth— from Ebro's classic shore. 
From gofden Tajo, to return no more I 



CANTO V. 
nt Venagi cmUnuii. 
Yet who but He undaunted eould eiplore • 
A world of waves, a sea withoot a shore, 
Trackless and vast and wild as that revealed 
When romid the Ark the birds of tempest wheeled! 
When all was stiU in the destroying honr — 
No sign of man I no vestige of his power I 
One at the stem before the hour-glass stood. 
As 'twere to count the sands ; one o'er the flood 
Gazed for St. Elmo ■> ; while another cried [sighed, 
" Once more good morrow ! " and sate down and 
Day, when it came, came only with its hght. 
Though long invoked, 'twas sadder than the nightl 
Loot where He would, for ever as He turned, 



Hem 



ttheei 



Then sunk his generous spirit, and He wept. 
The friend, the father rose ; the hero slept. 
PiLOS, thy port, with many a pang resigned. 
Filled with its busy scenes his lonely mind ; 
The Bolemn march, the vows in concert ^ven,' 
The bended knees and lifted hands to heaven. 



The in 






ralhar 



The Guardian's blessings mingling with hia sighs ; 
While his dear boys — ah, on his neck they hmig,» 
And long at parting to his garments clung. 



18 Kome then In f^hiim. — SeeTega.p. 
i Muiy ftucti appeUatioUfl occur Ln B< 




THE VOYAGE OF COLUMBUS. 



41 



Kjght thro' the midst, when, fetlock-deep in gore. 
The grest Gonzilo i battled with the Moor, 
(What time the Aiuaubra shook — eoon lo unfold 
Its eacred cotuiB, and fountaiiw yet uaCold, 
Its holy texts ftod arabesques of gold) 
Tho' Hdldan, sleep and death to him alike. 
Grasped his good Bword and half unsheathed to 

" Oh bora to wander with your flocks," he cried, 
" And bask and dream along the mountaiQ'Bide ; 
To urge your moles, tinbliog from hill to hill ; 
Or at the vinta^-feaat to drmk your fi\l. 
And strike your castanets, with gipsy-maid 
DaDcing Fandangos in the ehestntit shade — 
Come on," he cried, and threw his glove in scorn, 
" Not this yoor wonted pledge, the hrinuning horn. 
Valiant in peace I Adveoturoas at home ! 
Oh, had ye vowed with pilgrim-staff to roam ; 
Or with banditti sought the Hhelterina wood, 
Where mouldering crosses mark the scene of 

He said, he drew ; then, at his Master's frown. 
Sullenly sheollied, plunging the weapon down. 



CANTO VI. 

'mjUfM of an Angtl ilfI>arkiKii. 
WiK and the Great in War let others sing, 
HsTOC and spoil, and tears and triumphing ; 
The morning-march that flashes to the sun. 
The feast of vultures when the day is done ; 
And tho strange tale of many slain for one I 
I sing a Man, amid his sufferings here. 
Who watched and served inhurobleneas and fear; 
Gentle to others, to himself severe. 

Still unsubdued by Danger's varying form, 
Still, as unconscious of the coming storm. 
He looked elate ; and, with his wonted smile. 
On the great Ordnance leaning, would beguile 
The hour with talk. Hls beard, his mien sublime. 
Shadowed by Age — by Age before the time,' 
From many a sorrow borne in many a clime, 
Moved every heart. And now in opener skies 
Stars yet unnamed of purer radiance rise ! 
Stars, milder suns, that love a shade to cast, 
. And on the bright wave fling the trembling mast 1 
Another firmament : the orbs that roll. 
Singly or clustermg, round the Southern pole 1 
Not yet ttie four that glorify the Night— 
Ah, how forget when to my ravished sight, 
The Cross ahoce forth in evertaeting light t' 

I GdiiwIyo, of, B9 he Ib i»)led ia Cullllaa, Oonulo 
Henun4a d& Cordova; alrenAy known by the maae of 



Twaa the mid hoar, wheo He, whose aocents 

Still wandered thro* the re^ons of the dead, 

iMEBiON, commissioned with his host to sweep 
'rom age to age the melancholy deep) 
To elude the seraph-guord that watclied for maji. 
And mar, as erst, the Eternal's perfect plan, 
Rose like the Condor, and, at towering height, 
lu pomp of plumage sailed, deepening the shades 

of night. 
Roc of the West ! to him all empire given ! t 
Who bears Axaihua's drMon-folds to heaven ; t 
His flight a whirlwind, and, when heard afar. 
Like thunder, or the distant din of war '. 

Mount^uB and seas fled backward as he passed 
O'er the great globe, by not a cloud o'ercast 
From the ANTiOcric, from the Land of Fire • 
To where Alaska's wintry wilds retire ;' 
From mines of gold,' and giant-sons of earth, 
To grota of ice, and tribes of pigmy birth 
Who freeze alive, nor, dead, in dust repose. 
High-hung in forests to the casing snows.* 

Now 'mid angelic multitudes he flies. 
That hourly come with blessings from the 



M pure inteUigence again. 



What though Despondence reigned, and wild 

Affright- 
Stretched in the midst, and, thro' that dismal night. 
By his white plume revealed and buskins white,^ 
Slept BoLDiN. When he closed his gay career, 
Hope fled for ever, and with Hope fled Fear, 
Dlest with each gift indulgent Fortune sends, 
Birth and its rights, wealth and its train of friends, 
Star-like he shone I Now beggared and alone. 
Danger he wooed, and clumed her for his own. 






Northem eilremltf of (lie Kew World. See Cook's 

Mines at Chfli ; wbloh extend, Bfs Ovitle, to Ibe 
nufMagellnii. 1.4. 
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□e, &nd, coudied on Roldui'b unple braast, 
Each secret pore of breallimg life poeuesed. 
Fanning the Hleep thit aeemed hie final rest ; 
Then, mly eliding like a aabtle flame. 
Thrice, wit£ a cry that thrilled the mortal frame. 
Called on the Spirit witbia. DLgduning flight, 
Calmly she rofie, coUec^g all her might.^ 
Dire waa thtr dark encounter ! Long ucquelled. 
Her Hacred seal, eoveraign and pure, she held. 
At length the great Foe binds her for his priae. 
And awful, as in death, the bodf liesl 

Not long to dninber I In an evil hour 
Infoimed and lifted by the unknown Power, 
It itarts, it qieaks ! " We lire, we breatiie no moiE ; 
The fatal wind blows on the dreat7 shore ! 
On yonder elith beckoning their fellow-prey. 
The spectRS stalk, and murmur at delay I < 
— Yet if thou canst (not for myself I plead 1 
Mina bnt to follow where tis mine to lead) 
Oh turn and save I To thee, with streaming eyes. 
To thee each widow kneels, each orphan cries I 
Who now, condemned the iingerine hoora to tell, 
'Hiinkandbut fliink of those they kiTed so well!" 

AU melt in tears I but what can tears avail t 
These climb the mast, and shift the swelling nail. 
These HOatch the helm ; and roimd me now I hear 
Smiting of hands, out^^ries of grief and fear,>i 
(That m the aist^ at midnight haunt me still. 
Taming my lonely thoughts from good to ill)[cTy, 
" Were there no gravea — none in onr land," they 
" That thou bast brought us on the deep to die !" 

Silent with bottow, loi^ within fais doak 
His face be muffled— tlien the Hebo spoke. 
" GeneroDB and brave 1 when God hii^lf ia here, 
Why shake at ihadaws in your mid career ! 
He can snspend the laws huoself dedgned, 
He walks the waters, and the winged wind ; 
Himself jour guide 1 and yours the high beheel. 
To lift your voice, and bid a world be blest 1 
And can you shrink I to you, to yon consigned 
The glorious privilege to serve mankind J 
Oh had 1 perished, when my failing traine ^ 
Gung to tbe sbailered oar mid wrecks of flame! 
— Was it for tliia I lingered Ufe away. 
The scorn of Folly, and of Fraud the prey ;T 



Now other, as Uieir shape served beet hit end 
nbtedlf , sbtb Hama, tlis Infenul Spirit ai 
HI ihaFfls in that rogkm of tlu wuld, 
— - gnnm d peoton pOBel t 



* Eurlpldca In Akat v. ' 
' Tool alle e flochs, e nu 
I His miraculous escape, 
B tha «ABt of FortnfiaL^l 



im DDuvel htail- 



IMinted out. " Lonqu'a a 
Qihtirs," ajB ToltaIre» "on loi aTaiEsouunu i|ueo 
qih^ra He pouvalt eiiBtor^ etquand QreutdecoD 
pc^tandll qn'il aiait ttt oiauui depois long-tempo.' 



Bowed down my mind, the gift His bounty gave. 
At courta a suitor, and to sUvea a davel 
— Yet in Hia name whom only we should fear, 
(lis all, all I shall ask, or you shaU bear) 
Grant but three days"— Jle spoke not oiun' 

spired ;' 
And each in silence to his vatdi retired 

At length among as came an unknown Voiee I 
" Go, if ye will; ud, if ye can, rejoice. 
Go, with untdddan gueelH the banquet share. 
In hia own ah^e shall Death ceceiTe yon tbereL"' 



CAKTO Tin. 



Twice in the zenith blazed the orb of light ; 

No shade, all son, insufferably bright I 

Then the long line {ouad rest — in coral groves 

Silent and duk, where the scb-Uod rovce : — 

And all on deck, kindling to litb again, 

Sent forth their anxious spirits o'er the main. 

" Ob whence, as wafted &i>m ElyMum, whence 
These perftimee, straogerB to the raptured sense ! 
These bouriis of gold, and fruits of beavenly hue. 
Tinging witii vermeil light the billows blue I 
And (thrice, thrice blessed ia the eye that spied. 
The band that snatdied it sparkling in the tide) 
Whose conning carved this vegetable bowl, " 
Symbol of social rites, and intercourse of soul 1" 
Such to their grated ear the gush of springs. 
Who course the oetrich, as away she wings ; 
Sons of the desert ! who delisbt to dwell 
'Mid kneeling camels round the sacred well ; 
Who, ere the terrors of his pomp be passed. 
Fall to the demon in the redd'njng blast." 

The suls were furled ; with many a melting close, 
Solemn and slow the evening-anthem rose. 
Rose to the Virgin." 'Twas the hour of day. 
When setting suns o'er summer-seas display 
A path of glory, opening in the west 
To golden climes, and i^ands of the blest ; 
And human voices, on the silent air. 
Went o'er the waves in songs of gladness Iherel 




Iva, reglna. Herreta, L f . U.— Il was the usual Hp. 
Id alwoya song with great eolaouity. " 1 remom- 
tBvflDlng/'atiTsOvledo. *' wfaoi the ahlp *sa in full 
o thotr knesa, diigiag Bslve, 



aCoOglc 
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TwM thiiMi, a 



CbOBBR of Ml 

night, 

First &am the prow to hail the ^inuDenDg light: 
(Emblem oT Truth divine, wboae secret ny 
Eaters the booI ukd makes the darkoess day IJ 
" Pedho 1 RoDwoo 1' thoro, methooeht, it shoiiB 
There — in tlie west 1 and now, BJas,'ti8 gone 1 — 
*TwaB all a drEam I we gaze and gaze in vain I 
— Bat mark and nieak not, there it comes antn I 
It moree I— what form unseen, what being Uere 
With torch-like lustre Urea the murk}' air t 
His instincta, passions, saj, how like out own t 
Oht when will day TCTealairoiJd oobnownl" 



Lom on the deep the mists of morning by, 
Then rose, rereuing, aa they rolled away, 
Half-clrclmg hills, whose everlastiiig woods 
Sweep witb tbeir sable skirts the shadowy floods : 
And say, when all, to holy transport given, 
Embraced and wept aa at tbe gatce of Heaven, 
When one and all of us, repentant, ran. 
And, on OQT faces, bleeeed the wondroos Man ; 
Say, was 1 then deceived, or from the skies 
Burst on my ear seraphic harmonies t 
" Gloiy to God 1" unnumbered voices enng, 
" Glory to God 1" the voles and mountains rung, 
Voices that bailed Creation's primal mom. 
And to the shepherds sung a Saviour bom. 

Slowly, bare-beaded, thro' the surf we bore 
The sacred cross,* and, kneeling, kianed the shore. 
Bat what a scene was thereT'^ Nymphs of 

YoQtha gracefnl as the Fann, with eager glance, 
Sprim from the glades, and down tbe alleys peep. 
Then hcad-toDg rush, bounding from steep to sleep, 



proved to be, UereforswaahiADTlBlii ob 
hs might rUBmble thoie who wen call 



u guarded br aoam 
dBT he perfumed ; 1 



<t Htgh, Uiat thay dionld nnouBce 
i*t l>ad lynnniwd lor ■> Lua; ign. 

sods all othtra u (V as the day so 



K gantle, » aSMtLaDl 



Latur sntiqiilUs, » vii 



•lie Rojal Academr, I'M. 



Llater of tbe preflent daj. when he 



And dttp their bands, excluming as th^ run, 
" Come and behold tbe Cbildren of the am !"' 
When hark, a signal-shot t The voice, it eamo 
Over the sea in darknen and in flame I 
They saw, they beard ; and up the higbeM hOl, 
As in a pietnre, all at once were still ! 
Creatores so bir, inzorments strangely wron^t. 
From citadels, with I^veu's own thonder fraught. 
Checked their light footsteps— slatne-like they sMod 
As worshipped forms, tbe Genii of the Wood 1 

AtlengththespelldiBsolvest Tbewarrior's tance 
lUngs on tbe tortoise witJi wild dissonance I 
And see, tbe regal plumes, the conch of state !• 
Still where it moves tbe wise in council wait ! 
Sec now home forth the monstrous mask of gol 
And ebon chair of many a serpent-fold ; 
These now exchanged for gifts that thrice sujpasa 
The wondrous ring, and lamp, and horse of brass.* 
What long-drawn tube transports the gazer home. 
Kindling with stars at noon the ethereal domet 
Tis here : and here cirales of solid light 
Charm with another self tbe cheated e^ht ; 



CANTO X. 
'ieelatii>it-~T*e Ban 



Tbek Cok* came, the youngest of her race. 
And in her bonds she hid her lovely face ; 
Yet oft by st«ahh a timid gUuice she coat. 
And now with playful step the Mirror passed. 
Bach bright reflection brighter than tbe last I 
And oft behind it flew, and oft before ; 
Tbe more she scorched, pleased and perplexed the 

And iook'd and langh'd, and blnsh'd with quick 

surprise ! 
Her lips all mirth, all ecstacy her eyes t 

But soon the telescope attracts her view ; 
And lo, her lover in his light canoe 
Rocking, at noon-tide, on tbe ulcnt sea, 
Before her Ues 1 It cannot, cannot be. 
Late OS he left the shore, she lingered there. 
Till, less and less, be melted into air I— 
Sigh after sigh steals from her gentle frame. 
And aay— that murmur-was it not bis name t 
She turns, and thinks ; and, lost in wild tunaze, 
Gozes again, and couid for ever gaze 1 

Nor can thy flute, Alonso, now eicife. 
As in Valencia, when, with fond delight, 
Fbancisca, waking, to the Uttiee flew. 
So soon to love ond to be wretched too f 
Hers thro' a convent^rate to send her last adieu. 
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— Yet who Dov -comeB unoUl'd ; and round mod 

Aod nan and aearer flutters to Ute sound ; 
Then atin not, breathefiuot — on enchan tod ground 1 
Wbo now letB bU tho flowerB she culled to wear 
When he, who promuied, should at eve be there ; 
And faintly Bmiies, and hangs her head aside 
The tear Uiat gliatens on her cheek to hide 1 
Ah, who but CoBA 1 — till inspired, poeaewed. 
At once she springs, and clasps it to her breast ! 

Soon from the bay the mingUug crowd ascends. 
Kindred first met 1 by sacred instinct Friends I 
Thro' oitron-gnnes, and fields of yellow 
~ ]' pUntwn-walks where 



Here blue I 



IS fade in 



> the sky. 






There forests frown in midnight majesty ; 
Ceiba,* and Indisn-Sg, and pbne subUme, 
Natnre'a fiist-bom, and reverenced by Time 1 
There sits the bird that speaks ! ' there,quiTering,rise 
Wings that reflect the glow of evening-skies ! 
Half bird, half fly, • the fairy king of fiowerss 
Reigns there, and reiiels thro' the fragrant hours ; 
Gem full of life, and joy, and song divine. 
Soon in the virgin's gracefal ear t 
that sung, ifar"--"- 
1 follow, follow to 
I qoaff the ambrosial mists that round it rise. 
Dissolved and lost in dreams of Paradise !" 
For there called forth, to bless a happier hoar. 
It met the hdu in many a rainbow-shower ! 
Murmurine delight, its Uving waters rolled 



THHta 



CANTO XI. 

Smtlnff—J SoBSBil— He Ohoiti^Caalva 



ind closed her Ip&ves ; the 



Dreamed on his bough, and played the mimic yet. 
Fresh from the lake the breeze of twilight blew, 
And vast and deep tbe mountain-shadows grew ; 
When many a firc-fiy, shooting thro' the glade. 
Spangled the locks of many a lovely maid. 
Who now dancedf orlh tostrewourpathwith ftowera. 
And bymn our welcome to celestiat bowers.* 

There odorous lamps adorned the festal rite. 
And guavaa blushed as in the voles of lights 



l^laiwtilllbaurea. ApsrHsvlvimlhortta. P.Martjr. 

■ The wild cotlon-tree, cftin mmtinnwl <n Hlstar;. 
■Curtefl, " Bays Bem&l DEai. " touli poseeulon oT the 
^unlry fq the follOrtin^niAiiner. Drawing hiOflWDrd, he 

' The Fairot, u duorihed b; ArtototlB.— Hist. Animal. 

•Here »TB hirfi » smnll, eajt Remn, that. Ihongh 
hoj »re Wnls. tbey are lakeu for bees or buttetflres. 

> The BummlDg-blrd. ifakoplt Iflomm ngulvi ti the 
lame of sn Indian bird, nfened (o thto claw by Seba. 




Id Imagine that b 
> P. Martyr, do. L 
•TheirbFlieTedthnttheaoulioffiaadi 
a pleaunt Tallej', aboDmling InfuaTos andotber dellr^Di 



There silent rate many an unbidden Guest ">, 
Whose steadfast looks a secret dread impressed ; 
Not there forgot the sacred iruit that fed 
At nightly feasts the Spirits of the Dead. 
Mingling In scenes that mirth to mortals give, 
But by dieir sadness known from those that live. 

There met, as erst, within the wonted grove, 
Unmarried girla.and youths that died for love ! 
Sons now beheld their ancient sires again ; 
And sires, alas, their boos in battle slain 1 

But whence that sight TwM from a heart that 

Andwhencethatvoice! Asfromthegrave it spoke! 

Sits half-withdrawn in faded splendour th^ t 
■Tis he of yore, the warrior and the sage. 
Whose lips have moved in prayer from age to ago ; 
Whose eyes, that wandered as m search before, 
Now on CoLTWBCs fixed — to search no more I 
Cizzivi II, gifted in his day to know 
The gathering signs of a long night of woe ; 
Gifted b^ Those who give but to enslave ; 
No rest m death 1 no refuge in the grave ! 
— With BQdden spring as at tlie shout of war. 
He flies I and, turning in his fiight, from far 
Glares thro' the gloom like some portentous star t 
Unseen, unheard ! Hence, Minister of III >* ! 
Hence, tis not yet the hour ! tbo' come it will 1 
They that foretold— too soon shall they fulfil " ; 
When forth they rush as with the torrent's sweep ", 
And deeds are done that make the AngoLs weep ! 

Hark, o'er the busy mead the shelf proclaims" 
Triumphs, and masqaes, and high heroic games. 
And now the old sit round ; and now the young 
Climb the green boughs, the murmuring doves 

among. 
Who clums the prize, when winged feet contend ; 
When twanging bows the fUmmg arrows send I'l 
Who stands self-centred in the field of fame. 
And, grappling, flings to earth a giant's flame I 
Whilst alJ, with anxious hearts and eager eyes. 
Bend as he bends, and, as he rises, rise 1 
And Cora's self, in pride of beauty here. 
Trembles with grief and joy, and hope and fear 1 
(She who, the ^rest, ever fiew the first. 
With cup of balm to quench his burning thirst ; 
Knelt at his head, her fan-leaf in her hand. 
And hummed the air that pleased him, while riie 

fanned) 
How blest his lot ! — tho', by the Muse unsung. 
His name shall perish, when his knell is rung. 

That night, transported, with a sigh I sud 
"'Tis alia dieam 1 — Now, like a dream, 'tis fled; 






bedead walk abroad In the night, and feast with th< 

i1»." P. MArtjr, dec. L 0. 

I ancient Cu^qne. In bla lifetime and after h( 

employed by the Z^nl to alarm his p«opka...-Be 



1* TheAutliDrtaflpeakhiglnhiBinflpiredcbarAct^r. HU- 
dsi thlngi an revealed to tiim, and placed beton hie mind 

19 xKor could they (tiieFowenofDarbuael have men 
eflbctually prevented the prngreee of the Faith, than by 
de«latlnK the New Wcrld I by huiying natlone allvo In 
mines, OF oontignbig them In all their errcn to the HwcTd.' 



OeUD,!! 



THE VOYAGE 

B passed away, 

Is&wl ' 

lOtha, the Drmpha 

'them all! [reoJl, 



ver um with light 
d winged his flj^t ; 
ind as«gned 
to the wind ; 
■■ but Spirits pure, 
le dread obscure, 
Bt ahalt endure ' I 

laelfoera there! 
.id to rest, 
oul addressed >. 
still voice obey. 
uce, away. 
)j consigned, 
mkindl 

doubt shall cease ; 
fpart in pescei ! 

fields of air, 



) the Deep • ! 

to their vengaance 
IT dire repast' ! [cast. 



To other eyes shall Mexico unfold 
Her feathered tapestries, and roots of gold. 
To other eyes, from. distant clijir descried >, 
Shall the Pictfic roll his ample tide ; 
There destined soon rich Bi^ostea to ride. 



„Googlc 



THE VOYAGE OF COLUMBUS. 



Wbile to Oi» aUary qihere th; nune shaJl ime, 

eat there mkaang thj aeoerouB Miterprim I) 
ine in kll hearts to imell — by Fame enshrined. 
With thoee, the Few, that live bat for Mankind ; 
Thine evennore, tnowendent happiness 1 
World bej^ond world to visit and to bless." 



>r ballad 
in«asi]i« of the Spuilards. The subject is on 
■dveDture soon related. 

THt lonelj woteh-Mwer, Larenille, 
Hod lost the western sun ; 
And loud and long from lull to hilt 
Edioed the eremns-gun. 
When Hemsn, rismg on his oar. 
Shot like an arrow mm the shore. 
— " Those lights are on St. Mary's Isle ; 
They gUnunor froni the sacred pQo." ' 
The waves were roudi ; the hour was late. 
Bat soon across the Tioto borne, 
l%rice he blew the signal-boco, 
He blew and would not wait- 
Home by bis dangerous path he went; 
Leaving, in rich habiliment, 
Two Strangers at the Convent-gals. 



Thev ascended 
and,baviDg asked 
there. 

BrothOTinann 
The Yonngest w 
Short and «ble 
ThoQghtful SJid 
HiB velvet cap ■ 
And ermine frin 

Anu^ofSt. 


ij steps hewn out in the rock ; 


B the Gnesls appeared 
th a. Princely grade 1 

wu his beard, 

won hiB face, 
medal bore, 

ling on his breast, 
John be wore.* 





Tfae Eldest had a rot^her aspect, and there was 
oraft in hia eye. He Blood a little behind Id a long 
black mantle, his hand resting on the hilt of hie 
Bword ; and his white hat and white shoes glittered 
in the moiHi^Bhine.' 



" Not hen 

Enter and rest t " the Fiiar said. 
The moon, that thro' the portal sbone. 
Shone on his reverend head. 
~ lurt and goHei 

, le barial-hynu 
Swelling From the diBlant choir. 
But now the holy men retire ; 
The arched cloistera issaing thro'. 
In long long order, two and two. 

Wben other sounds had died away. 
And the vavee were heard sloQe, 
They entered, tho' unused to pray. 
Where God was worahipp^, night and day. 

And the dead knelt round in stone ; 

■ The Convent of Ia Rlblds. 

• B« Banul DIu, o. 103 ; *iid>l«i>aw*U-kiuwii|nrtn 

St CortH, uotlbed to TItlu. CoRaswaapowin tb«4f 

FinuTO In theSOtli y«r of Mi iga. 



They entered, and from aisle to aisle 
Wandered with folded arms awliiie, 
Where on bis altar-tomb reclined 
The crosiered Abbot ; and the Knight 
In harness for the ChriBtion light. 
His hands in supplication joined ; — 
Then said as in a solemn mood, 
' Now stand we where Coldxbus BtAod ! " 



' pEBEz,* thoo good old man," they cried, 
' And art thou ra thy place of rest I— 
Tho' in the western world His grave,' 
That other world, the gift He gave," 
Would ye were sleeping side by Mde I 
Of all his biends He loved tbee best." 



The soOTier in tlie chamber done, 
Murh of a Sonthem Sea they spake, 
And of that glorions city ' w<m 
Near the setting of the Son, 
Throned in a sflver lake ; 
Of Beven kind^ in chains of gold ' 
And deeds of death by tongue untold, 
BB breathed in secret there 
the Confesuon-chair ! 



Deeds su 



The Eldest swore by oar I«dy,» tfae Yomigtat 
by his conscience ; >° while the Franciscan, sitting 
by in his ^y habit, tamed away and crossed 
himself ^ain and again. " Here is a little book," 
said he at Ust, " the work of hint in his shroud 
below. It tella of things yon have mentioned ; 
and, were Cortes and Pizarro here, it might per- 
haps make them reflect for a moment'' The 
Youngest smiled as he took it into his hand. He 
read it aloud to his companion with an nn^tering 
voice i bat, when he laid it down, a silence 



it Cortes may live to diaappoinl 



irded by HerreiB, n 
probable. " In May, IS! 
:pecledly at Polos ; and, soon 



iwnedm 



in the world." B. Diaz makes no mention oi 
the interview ; but, relating an occurrence that 
took place at this time in Pales, says, " that Cortes 
was DOW absent at Nuestia Seoora de la Ribida." 
The Convent is wiUiin half a league of tbe town. 



" Thewordaof tfaeopltsph. "ACsstUlsysLeoiiniisTO 
Mondo din Gokn." 



1 Mexico. 

' AHiiwudilh 
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